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PREFACE 


TO: — 


TUIRp VoLUME 
OF 


BALLADS. 


Have at length 
I finiſhd a Work I 


bad long ſince pro- 
miſed, the publication of 
which has been retarded 

A 3 by 


1) Preface. 


by divers Accidents. My 
two former Prefaces I wrote 
in a ludicrous manner ; but 
wou'd willingly take leave 
of my Readers in a more 
ſerious Stile; I am not 
very fond of the Title of 
a Buffoon, nor do I think 
common Civility incon- 
ſiſtent with an Author or 
Editor, let his Concern 
for the ſucceſs of his 
Works be never ſo great 
or ſmall. 


The Deſign of this 
Work I have more than 
once mentioned in the 

courſe 


Preface. if 


courſe of it; our old Songs 
I think ought to be pre- 
ſervd, and ſome of them 
are really valuable. But I 
was determin d not to give 
a bare Collection of Bal- 
lads, but choſe to illuſtrate 
them with Hiſtorical In- 
troductions for the par- 
ticular Inſtruction of the 
younger, and the general 
Benefit of my Readers. 
What ſucceſs it may meet 
with I cannot ſay, but I 
am ſure the Deſign is 
good, and was well timed : 
Hiſtory, eſpecially our own, 
has for many Years been 

A4 too 
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iv Pre face. 


too much neglected, and 
the generality of Eugliſb- 
Men are ſuch ſtrangers to 
ancient Facts and the Cuſ- 
toms of their Kingdom, 
that they are eaſily miſ- 
led by any Six-penny 
Pamphleteer; and indeed 
I was once afraid that this 
Study wou'd be utterly 
diſcarded and contemn'd, 
but thoſe Fears are en- 
tirely vaniſh'd, ſince the 
wiſeſt of Monarchs (in 
this particular giving us a 
freſh Inſtance of his Wil- 
dom) has thought fit to 


encourage 


__ 


Preface. V 


encourage it in ſo Royal 
a manner. 


I cannot indeed ſay as 
much in juſtification of 
the Copper-Plates, which 
by ſome have been thought 
too light and trifling for 
the ſubjet; but | theſe 
were not inſerted without 
a view: I have known 
many a young Body drawn 
in to read a Book merely 
becauſe they have liked 
the Pictures; if it had not 
been for this Reaſon, I 
can aſſure thoſe who con- 
demn them, that I ſhou d 


A 5 have 
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Preface. 


have been as glad as they 
poſſibly cou'd be, to have 
had them omitted. That 
Additional Charge was 
not at all neceſſary in a 
Work that without it has 
colt dear enough. 


It may perhaps be ob- 
jected, that there are ſtill 
a great number of old 
Songs which are not in- 
ſerted. This I am very 
ready to confeſs, and can 
add that I have even o- 
mitted ſome of the moſt 
antique, but they were ei- 
ther little to my purpoſe, 

or 


Preface. vij 


or written in ſo old and 
obſolete a ſtile that few or 
none of my Readers wou d 


have underſtood em. 


There are a great number 
of good Songs too, which 
were vritten under the 
Reign of King Charles the 
Firſt, and during Olivers 
Uſurpation, which at this 
time of Day cou'd not be 
calld Modern ones; but I 
wou'd not come down ſo 
far as that time, it being 
impoſſible to have inſerted 
any thing of that kind, 
but what wou'd by ſome- 
„ one 
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one or other have been 


termed Party Strokes; an 
Accuſation I wou'd always 
carefully avoid. 


In my laſt I promiſed 
a good Collection of 
drinking Songs, but my 
own private buſineſs ob- 
liging me to defer the 
Work ſometime; this 
opportunity was taken 
for thruſting ſeveral of 
thole Songs into the 
World, upon which I 
was deſired by ſome of 
my acquaintance to alter 


the method I had pro- 
poſed ; 
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poſed; to make amends 
for theſe, I have publiſhd 
at the latter end of this 
Book, a far better Col- 
lection of Scotch Songs 
than that in either of- the 
former Volumes. 


As to the Introductions 


themſelves, I wou'd not 


ſay any thing in praiſe of 
them that ſhou'd ſavour 
too much of Vanity; and 
yet I muſt beg room for 
a few words. I cou'd have 
particulariz'd every Fact 
much more than I have 
done, but I have endea- 

vourd, 


X Pre face. 


vour d, as often as the ſub- 
jet woud permit, to be 
very ſhort; nor has my 
manner of telling a Story 
I hope provd dilagree- 
able; at leaſt I deſigned to 
do it in as ealy and fa- 
miliar a Stile as poſſible, 
never aiming at a Witty 
Turn or Bombaſt Expreſ- 
ſion. I have to the beſt 
of my Judgment too, al- 
ways related Fact, for 
which I have ſearch'd 
the moſt authentick H1i- 
ſtorians, never contenting 
my ſelf with the account 
given us by any one Wri- 

ter; 
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ter: Where I have found 
them of different Opini- 
ons, I have endeavourd 


to reconcile them as near 


as poſſible, and where I 
have ventur d to contra- 
dict received Notions, I 
have not advanced what 
I ſaid upon my own Au- 
thority, but in ſuch Caſes 
have always quoted my 
Author, and given ſome 
Reaſon why I was rather 
inclined to follow his No- 
tion than another's. I 
have at the ſame time de- 


liver d the Opinion of him 


who wrote on the contrary 


ſide, 


xij Preface. 


ſide, and then left the 


Reader to judge for him- 
ſelf; and thus much I am 
fully ſatisfyd of, let the 
other Objections be as 
many as they will, no 
body can accuſe me of the 


leaſt Partiality. 
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COLLECI'FON 


OF OLD 


BALLADS. 


— — — . 


I. A Song of the ſtrange Lives of two 
young Princes in England, who be- 
came two Shepherds on Salisbury 
Plain, and were afterwards reſtored 
to their former Eſtates. 


To the Tune of Nie Merchant-Man. 


The following Song has ſomething too Romantick 
in it to be taken for Fatt; or rf it be ground- 
ed upon Hiſtory, it has been ſo very much 
altered, that there is ſcarce a Poſhbility of 
knowing it again. Certain it ts, there is no 

Vol. III. B aiſcover 


EF] 
diſcovering any Trace of fuch a Story under 
the Reign of King Stephen; but / am apt to 
imagine, the Ballad owed its Birth to ſome- 
thing that happen'd under that of his imme- 
diate Succeſſor King Henry II. The Story ts 
this. Dermot, one of the Iriſh Princes 


(for Ireland, as well as Wales, was fill 


under the Government of ſeveral petty Mo- 
narchs) having been driven out of has Do- 
minions, applied himſelf to King Henry, 
who being at that time in his Norman Do- 
mintons, and engaged in War, could lend 
hum no Aſhſtance ; but permitted ſuch of 
has Subjects, or thoſe of has Tributanes as 


were wilhng, to do am what Service they | 


could. With this Licenſe Dermot returned 
n England; but it proved of no Service to 
him. Upon this he went to the Confines of 
Wales, and there /ought for A id a long while 
an vain, till Richard Strongbow, Earl of 
Striguil, (now Chepſtow in Monmouth- 
ſhire) agreed with the King to raiſe a ſulfi- 
cienl Number of Men to recover his Do- 
mumons,upon Condition that Dermot ſhould 
give ham his Daughter in Marriage, and de- 
clare him his Heir, which he promiſed. But 
not thinking this Aid ſpeedy and ſufficient 
enough, he agreed with one Robert Fitz 
Stephens, Brother to the Biſhop of St. Da- 
vid s, and a near Relation of Prince Reeſe, 
one of the Welſh petty Monarchs, that if he 
and his half Brother, Maurice Fitzgerald, 


would 


_ 


_ 


BA 
would raiſe him a Number of Men, he would 


give them the Town of Wexford, with the 


two adjoining Hundreds. They promiſed, 
and kept their Word; ſending ther Forces 
under the Command of young Raymund, 
their elder Brother's Son, a Gentleman of 
great Conduct and undaunted Courage. Be- 
fore las Departure for Ireland, he went to 
wait upon his Chief, the Earl of Striguil, 
and there ſaw his Siſter Baſilia, a young 
Lady of incomparable Beauty, with whom he 
fell deeply in Love, As ſoon as he arrived 
in Ireland, he attacked his Foes, and be- 
haved himſelfwith fuckunparallel d Bravery, 
that he had almoſt reconquer d half Der- 
mot's Kingdom before the Arrival of the 
Earls Troops, who in Gratitude appointed 
hum his General; and Raymund /ini/hed his 
Work as gloriouſly as he begun it. The Earl 
perceived his Paſſion for his Siſter, but proba- 
bly thought her too great a Match for him, 
eſpecrally now he had married Dermot's 
Daughter, and was declared his Succeſſor. 
Not long after this William Fitzgerald 
died in Wales, and the News being brought 
to Raymund, he left Ireland to go take Poſ- 
fSeffron of lis Father's Eſtate. No ſooner 
was he out of that Kingdom, but Dermot's 
Foes, who dreaded Raymund's Name, re- 
attacked that Monarch and his Son- in- Lato, 
and with ſuch Succeſs, that they reduced them 
to the utmoſt Streights ; upon which the Earl 


2 1Me= 
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immediately diſpatched an Expreſs to defive 
Raymund's "4  /eoſtance ; and fearing a Refu- 
ſal, he offered hum a Bribe he was ſure he 
could not withſtand, his Siſter in Marriage. 

Fired with the Offer, Raymund flew to Ire- 
land with the wings of an impatient Lover, 
attacked his Foes, routed them again, entered 
Wexford zu Triumph, aud was theremarried 
to the fair Baſihaznthe Year 11 74, withwhom 
he afterwardsreturn'd mtohus own Country. 

Whether Tradition had altered this Story be- 
fore it came to our Poets Hands, or whether 


he himſelf thought to tell it thus, in order to 


beauttfy it, or to ſhew his Skull in Paſtorals, 
1 will not jay ; nor indeed will I venture to 
affirm poſitively, that this is the Story he had 
in mew ; all that ] can advance being only 
Conjecture. If I am miſtaken, I ſhould be 
obliged to any one who would ſet me right. 
Be it as it may, ] have given my Readers my 
Thoughts, and have told a. Story as agreeable 
perhaps as the real one would be, could we 
diſcover tt. 


ry & N kingly Stephen's Reign, 
= Two royal Dukes there was, 
PF > That all our other Zng/i/t Lords, 
18 For Greatneſs far did paſs. 

ih The one of Devon/hire nam'd, 
N LRN That had a Daughter fair, 
| Which b he appointed at his Death, 
Io be his only Heir. 


And 


* 
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And her in Love commits 
Unto the Cornwall Duke, 
Whom he with Tenderneſs and Care, 
Moſt kindly undertook : 
The Promiſe being made, 
The Duke of Devonfhire dies, 
And all that Cornwal! vow'd to do, 
He afterwards denies. 


Yet well he educates the Maid, 
That Maudlin ſhe was grown, 

The faireſt Lady under Heaven, 
For Beauty being known : 

And many Princes ſought for Love, 
But none might her obtain, 

For covetous Cornwell to himſelf 
The Dukedome ſought to gain. 


Upon a time Prince Raymond chanc'd 
This comely Dame to ſee, 

With whom he fell ſo deep in Love, 
As any Prince might be : 

Unhappy Youth, what ſhould he do? 
He ſtill was kept in mew, 

Nor he, nor any of his Friends, 
Admitted to her View. 


One while he melancholy pines 
Himſelf with Gnef away, 

Anon he thinks by force of Arms, 
To win her if he may: 

Until at length commanding Love 
Became to be his Judge, 

And chang'd him ſoon from Lordly State, 
Into a Kitchen Drudge. 


And ſo Acceſs he had, good Prince, 
His Purpoſe to bewray : 

But ſtill fair Maudlin's Anſwer was, 
She husbandleſs would ſtay : 


B 3 Mean 
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Mean while her Guardian beat his Brains, 
Her Dukedom to atchieve, 


Not caring what become of her, 
So he by her might thrive. 


And ſo reſolving that ſhe ſhould 
Unto ſome Peaſant wed, 

And Raymond then ſuppos'd a Drudge, 
Should ſtand him in that ſtead : 

But Maudlin marking his Intent, 
Unkindly takes that he 

Should bar the noble Match from her, 
Thus for a baſe Degree. 


The Lady ſhifting out of Doors, 
Departed then by Stealth, 

Than thus with Baſeneſs for to match, 
That might have liv'd in Wealth: 
When Raymond heard of her Eſcape, 
With fad and grieved Heart, 
He left the Palace of the Duke, 

And after did depart. 


Forgetful of himſelf and Birth, 
His Country, Friends, and all, 
And minding only her to ſeek, | 
That thus had prov'd his Thrall : 
Nor meant he after to frequent 
The Court, or ſtately Towns, 
But liv d with pinching Cares and Grief, 
Amongſt the Country Grounds. 


A Brace of Years upon that Plain, 
Near Salisbury that lies, 

In great Content with feeding Flocks, 
A Shepherd's Life he tries, 

In hopes his Love thereby to waſte ; 
But then began again, 

Within his Heart a ſecond Love, 
The worſer of the Twain. 


3 


A Country Wench, a Neat-Herd's Maid, 
Where Raymond kept his Sheep, 

Did feed her Drove, with whom this Prince 
In Love was wounded deep : 

Where fitting on the downy Plain, 
And having ſmall to do, 

Theſe Shepherds there in friendly ſort, 
Thus plainly 'gan to wooe. 


I know, fair Maid, quoth Raymond then, 
And thou as well as I, 

No Maid there is that willingly 
With Maidenhead would die 

The Ploughman's Labour hath no end, 
And he will churliſh prove, 

The Tradeſman hath more Work in hand, 
Than doth belong to Love. 


The Merchant venturing abroad, 
Suſpects his Wife at home, 

A Youth will ſill the Wanton play, 
An old Man proves a Mome ; 

Then chuſe a Shepherd, bonny Girl, 
Whoſe Life is merrieſt ſtill, 

For merrily he ſpends his aq 
Thus on the fair green Hi 


And then at Night when Day is done, 
Goes home from thence betime, 
And in the Fire turns a Crab, 
And ſings ſome merry Rhime ; 
Nor lacks he Tales, while round about 
The Nut-brown Bowl doth trot, 
And ſitting ſinging Cares away, 
Till he td Bed be got. 


There ſleeps he ſoundly all the Night, 
Forgetting Morrow's Cares, 
Nor fears the blaſting of his Corn, 
Nor uttering of his Wares : 
B4 And 
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And this I know full well, fair Laſs, 
More quiet Nights and Days 
The Shepherd ſleeps and wakes, than he 
Whoſe Cattle he doth graze. 


A King I ſee is but a Man, 
And ſo ſweet Laſs am I, 
Content is worth a Monarchy, 
And Miſchiefs ſhoot full high ; 
As late it did unto a Duke, 
Not dwelling far from hence 
Who had a Daughter, ſave thy ſelf, 
On Earth the faireſt Wench. 


With that, good Soul, ſhe ſtay'd and ſigh'd, 
Speak on, quoth ſhe, and tell 
How fair ſhe was, and who ſhe was, 
That thus did bear the Bell. 
She was, quoth he, of ſtately Grace, 
Of Countenance moſt fair, 
No Maid alive for Beauty's Prize, 
May well with her compare. 


A Glove-like Head, a golden Hair, 


A Forehead ſmooth and high, 
A ſeemly Noſe, on either fide 
Did ſhine a greyiſh Eye : 
Two roſy Cheeks, and — Lips, 
White Ivory Teeth within, 
A Mouth in mean, and underneath 
A round and dimpled Chin. 


A Snow- white Neck with bluiſh Veins, 
To make her ſeem more fair, 
Yea, all her Body fram'd ſo fine, 
That Earth had none more rare, 
For Life, for Love, for Form, for Face, 
None fairer was than ſhe, 
And none but only ſhe alone 
So fair a Maid could be. 


I knew 
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I knew the Lady well (quoth ſhe :) 
But worthleſs of ſuch Praiſe : 

But credit me, no Shepherd thou, 
Thy Speeches thee bewrays : 

With that he wept, and ſhe was wot, 
And both did Silence keep, 

And equally perplex'd in Love, 
They ſat them down to weep. 


In ſooth (quoth he) I am not ſuch 
As ſeeming I profeſs, 
To be a Prince's Son by Birth, 
My Liking ſhews no leſs ; 
In Scotland is my Father's Court, 
And Raymond is my Name : 
With Cormoall's Duke I hv'd in Pomp, 
Till Love controlFd the ſame. 


And did this Lady dearly love, 
Although ſhe lovd not me, 

But now that Love is waſted quite, 
And now I die for thee. 

I grant (quoth ſhe) you lov'd her well, 
If that your Love were ſuch, 

Yet think of me your ſecond Love, 
In Love to be as much. 


Your twice beloved Maudlin here 
Submits herſelf to thee, 

And what ſhe could not at the firſt, 
The ſecond time ſhall be : 

In Fortune, not in Perſon chang'd ; 
For I. am ſtill the ſame, 

In Heart and Mind as chaſte and true 
As firſt to me you came. 


Thus ſweetly ſurfeiting in Joy, 
They tenderly embrace, 

And for their wiſhed Wedding-day, 
Found fitting Time and Place : 


B 5 
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And ſo theſe lovely Princes both 
Each other did befriend, 
Where after many a hard Miſhap, 
Their Loves had joyful End. 


. 


II. A 


II. A Princely Song of King Richard 
Cordelion, and of his bold Courage, 
and lamentable Death. 


To the Tune of You Batchelors, &c. 


Richard I. /rnamed Cœur de Lion, ſucceeded 
has Father Henry II. and coming over to 
England (for ke was at the time of has Fa- 
ther's Death, carrying on a War in his Nor- 
man Domintons ) was crowned at Weſtmin- 
ſter by Baldwin Archbi/hop of Canter- 
bury, on the Third of September, 118g. 
The Differences whach had long reigned be- 
tween Henry and Philip II. of France, 
were immediately upon Richard's A cceſuon to 
the Engliſh Throne accommodated by the 
Mediation of the Pope, and at his Per ſuaſion 
theſe two Monarchs under took the Holy War, 
and within four Months after his Corona- 
ton, Richard went over to France, had an 
[utermew with the French King at Rheims 
and there concluded a ſolemn League. This 
done, he ſent Officers over into England to 
rate Men and Money for this holy Exped:- 


gion, 


[12 ] 
tion, who were obliged to ſell and mortgage 
great Part of the Crown Lands, and to raiſe 
the reſt by laying burthen/ome Taxes upon the 
People. To prevent any Diſturbance in his 
Abſence, he order d has natural Brother, 
the Archbiſhop of York, one of Fair Roſa- 
mond's Sous, to wait his Return in Nor- 


. mandy. Nor would he give any Part of the 


Adminiſtration to his Brother John, who 
after ſucceeded him, knowing him to be 
of a reſtleſs and ambitious Spirit; but he ap- 


pointed the Biſhop of Ely chief Fuſtice of 


England, Keeper of the Tower, and of 
one of the Seals; and to confirm his Power, 
got the Pope to name him his Legate. And 
indeed this Man proved very zealous in his 
Maſter's Service, for to ſupply his Maſter's 
Wants, lie neglected Popularity, and oppreſſed 
the People with heavy Taxes. The Biſhop of 
Durham was appointed ſupreme Commander 
of the North from Humber 20 Scotland, 
and Keeper of Windſor Ca/tle. Things thus 
order d, the King deter mind to ſet forward; 
and lus own Ships not being ready, he hired 
Jome Gallies at Marſeilles to tranſport 
hum and his to Sicily. He had not long 
wazted there before has Ships ar rived, and on 
Board them his Mother Eleanor, with Be- 
rengera, Daughter to the King of Navarre, 
to whom Richard was there betrothed, and he 
went forwards with him, whil/t on the other 


Land, Eleanor returned to England. At 


Cyprus 
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Cyprus they refuſed to let him land, which 
made him turn his Arms againſt them, and 
he conguered the I/land, and there married 
Berengera. The fir/t Place the Two Kings 
ſet down before in Judea, was Acon, which 
they took in the Fear 1191. And here they 
found the En/ign of Leopold Duke of Au- 
ſtria, which Richard ordered to be taken 
down, and his and the King of France's to 
be ſet up in its /lead. But here the Two 
Kings, who had hither to agreed, began to ſide 
with different Parties, and to purſue di - 
ferent Intereſts. Nor could they or the Ar- 
mies enjoy their Healths in that Country ; 
Numbers of their Men died of the Bloody- 
Flux, which brought even the two Monarchs 
almoſt to Death's-doov. Theſe Inconvent- 


ences joined together, made the King of 


France heartily fack of his holy Expedition: 
he would willingly have return'd Home, but 
durſt not molate their Treaty, which ſet 
forth, that neither of them ſhould leave 
the War, without the other's immeatate Per- 


miſſion, which Richard at jir/t abſolutely re- 


Fuſed, At length, with muck Difficulty, the 
French King obtain'd it, having firſt taken 
a ſolemn Oath, that he would not attempt 
ought againſt Richard's Domintons ; and he 
then return'd home, leaving our Engliſh 
Monarch the Honour of fighting alone in the 
great Chriſhan Cauſe ; which Richard did, 
not without groing Offence to ſome European 
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Powers ; for there were among /{ the Chri- 
ſttans of that Country ſeveral Pretenders to 
the Principalities of Paleſtine ; and Richard 
feded with one of them again/t a Relatton of 
the Emperor of Germany, by which he was 
/o haghty provoked, that he fully determined 
to lay hold of the firſt Oppor tunity to revenge 
himſelf. Mean while, the Inteſtine Trou- 
bles of England grew very great (of which 
fome little Notice has already been taken in 
the 64th and 65th Pages of the firſt Volume) 
chiefly fomented by the King of France, and 
Earl! John, who caballd for the Crown. 
The Powers of the two governing Prelates 
claſſt d, and neither would give way to the 
other. At length the Biſhop of Ely was de- 
poſed by Earl John and his Haction, and he 
fled over to King Richard, to give him an 
Account of all that had paſjed. The King, 
by has Story, judging his Preſence abſolutely 
neceſſary in England, ordered his Men to 
follow with all conventent Speed ; and in the 
, mean lime, lured three Gallies to carry hum 
to England, with a ſmall Retinue, intending 
to perform his Voyage Incognito ; but being 
. diſcovered by the Maſters of the Galleys, and 
having Reaſon to apprehend that they had 
form'd ſome treacherous Deſigns, he took an 
Opportunity of leaving them at the firſt Port 
where they put in for neceſſary Refreſhments; 
and attended by one Perſon only, he made the 
beſt of his way by Land ; but coming into 

the 
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the Duke of Auſtria's Dominions, he was be- 
tray d by his Servant, and ſeizd by Order of 
Leopold, who bore him a deadly Grudge for 
taking down his Enſign at Acon ; but he did 
not long detain King Richard, /elling him to 
the Emperor Henry VI. for 60000 Marks. 
Earl John laid hold of this Opportunity to 
carry on has Rebellion very vigorouſly. Pro- 
poſals were made by the King's Friends for 
tus Ranſom, which were pp by the King 
of France and Earl John, who offer d the 
Emperora Thouſand Pound a Monthas long 
as he would detain Richard: However, his 
Liberty was at laſt procured for 100000 
Marks ready Money, 5 Security for the 
Payment of 50000 more in fix Months 
after : and thus was he ſet free, after having 
been kept Priſoner à Year and fix Weeks, 
At his Return, he ſoon pul an end to the Re- 
bellion. And foraſmuch as the Emperor had 
cauſed him to make ſome Promiſes which he 
never deſigned to . to free himſelf = 
rom them, he was again crown'd at Win- | | 
cheſter the 1 7th of April 1194, and ſoon 
after left England to viſit hes Norman Do- 
minons. He hadnot — rg =o 
before Widamore, Viſcount of 
found a conſiderable Treaſure, partof 1 
he ſent to King Richard, as to his Sovereign 
Prince: But our Monarch, not content with 
that, demanded il all; and thinking it hid in 
hits Caſtle, he beſieged it, and the Caſile hold- 
| ing 


—— — —— 2 — 


DDr 
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ing out, the King, with Merchand, who com- 
manded under him, went round 26, to ſee 
whichwas the propereſt Place for beginning a 
general A fault: but whilſt hewasmewing it, 
he was ſhot i in the Arm with a bearded A- 
row, by one Bertram de Gurdom. Tig 
aid not hinder him from giving the neceſſary 
Orders for the Attack, who commanded that 
when they had carried the Caſtle, every Soul 
zn it ſhould be put to the Sword, except the 
Man by whom he was ſhot, who ſhould be re- 
ſerved, and brought to him, which was ac- 
cordingly done. When Bertram appear'd, 
the King asked him what provokd him to do 
that Deed? To which he reply d, thou did/t 
Allmy Father and two Brothers with thy own 
Hand, and now ordered'/t me to be ſlain. 
Take what Revenge thou wilt upon me, J 
willingly endure any Torment thou canſt in- 
ict, fince I have /lain thee, who haſt done 
fuch and ſo much Miſchief to the World. 
Azng Richard, plea/ed with his Courage, or- 
der d him to be ſet at Liberty; but dying of 
the Wound, Bertram was vetaken by Mer- 
chand, and flayed alive. This Monarch 
reigned nine Fears and nine Months, of all 
which Time, he ſpent only eight Months in 
England. The Story of this King's Reign 
to an 3 „ muſt appear very 
romanlich, yet, ſpite of this, he ts cr y'd up 
by the Legend Writers for his hotly 2 
lion. Our Poet writ the following Song as a 
| Satyr 


Wo” 

Satyr upon thoſe pious Encomums,; and to 
that end, has made his Story much more ro- 
mantick than it actually was. The Point he 
ſeems moſtly to dwell upon is, the Love of the 
Lady, who ſaves his Life, which we may 
plainly ſee ts dgign'd for the haghe/t Piece of 
Satyr upon that Monarch's Life, he not ha- 
dug lived with his Queen in that loving man- 
ner which would have become ſo prousa Prince, 
or which ſo virtuous a Princeſs as ſhe really 
was, might have expetted. This 1 thought 
neceſſary to premiſe, to prevent the petty 
Camtls of Withings and wou'd-be Cruticks, 
who, not capable of examining ſuch a Piece, 
might judge it by its firſt outward Appear- 
ance, which indeed is but very indifferent. 
And had the Song really been no better than 
a firſt Sight of it would per ſiuade us, yet 
would ] have inſerted it, intending theſe 
Books not barely for a Collection of Ballads, 
but for the Inſtrutton of thoſe who have not 
Leiſure or [nclination to ſearch hiſtorical 
{ranſattons; and who may, I hope, learn as 
much from theſe A briagments, as may give 
them a tolerable Inſight mto the Hiſtory of 
their Country. 


Noble Chriſtian Warnor, 
King Richard of this Land ; 
or Fame amongſt our Worthies brave, 
Now orderly may ſtand : 
The God of Battels gave him till 
A gallant great Command, 
To fight for our Saviour Jeſus Chriſt. 
TS Richard 


Not fighting for, &c. 
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Richard Cordelion in this Land, 
A noble Z#ngii/4 Name; 
It fills the World with Wonders great, 
With Honour and with Fame : 
Then gallantly good Soldiers all, 


Come thunder out the ſame, 
That fights, &. 


When as fair Feruſalem, 
The City of our Lord, 

Lay mourning all in heavineſs, 
Conſumed by the Sword ; 
To ſuccour her, all CAriftendom 

Did willingly accord : 
And to fight, &. 


Then marched forth moſt brave and bold 
King Richard from the Land, 

Of noble Knights and Gentlemen, 
With him a warlike Band ; 

To fight for Jeſus Chriſt his Name, 
So long as he could ſtand: 

All Soldiers of our Saviour, &c. 


But by the Way ſuch Chances there 
King Kichard did betide, 

That many of his Soldiers 
For want of Victuals dy'd : 

A new Supply this noble King 
Was forced to provide, 

To fight for, &c. 


The mighty Duke of Auſtria 
To whom he came for Aid, 
For all his kingly Courteſies, 
His Succours were deny'd ; 
But took him Priſoner cowardly, 
And baſely him betray'd : 


His 
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His noble Knights and Soldiers then, 
With Sorrows went away, 
Wofully complaining all, 
That e're they ſaw that Day : 
That ſuch a noble King as he, 
A Priſoner there ſhould tay, 
And fight not for, &. 


When they were here providing 
A Ranſom for his Grace, 

The Duke's own Son unreverently, 
King Richard did abaſe; | 
For which with one ſmall Box o'th' Ear, 

He kill'd him in that Place: 
In Honour of our Saviour, &. 


With that into a Dungeon deep, 
This noble King was caſt : 
Wherein a Lion (all in Rage) 

Provided was in haſte, 

To combate with this famous King, 
So long as Life did laſt: 

The Soldier of our Saviour, &c. 


But gentle Pity moved much 
The Daughter of that Duke, 

Who deeply wounded was with Love, 
Proceeding from his Look : 

For which to ſave his princely Life, 
She kindly undertook, 

In honour of our Saviour, &. 


A rich embroider'd Scarf of Silk, 
She ſecretly convey'd 

Into the Dungeon where the King, 
For Execution ſtaid; 

The which to ſave his gentle Life, 
An Inſtrument was made, 

In honour of our Saviour, 6c. 


For 
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For when the hunger: ſtarved Bea 
Into the Dungeon came, ö 
With open Mouth to ſwallow him, 
He nimbly took the ſame, 
And ſtoutly thruſt it down his Ahroat, 
The Lion thus to tame; 
In honour of our Saviour, &. 


And ſo with valiant Courage he 
Pull'd out the Lion's Heart; 

Which made the Duke and all his Lords, 
In fearful manner ſtart, 

To ſee this Royal Zng/zf: King 
To play fo brave a Part, 

In honour of our Saviour, &c. 


I am no Priſoner, faid the King, 
For I am now ſet free, 

The Country, and our Law of Arms, 
Commands it ſo to be: 

And thus to Zngland's bleſſed Land, 
Moſt joyfully went he, 

In Honour of our Saviour, &. 


But left his deareſt Love behind, 
That gently ſav'd his Life, 
With Promiſe to return again, 

To make her then his Wife ; 
But ſtill Revenge and bloody War, 
Did breed them further Strife, 

In fighting for our Saviour, &. 


The noble Hearts of Eugliſi Men, 
That could endure no Wrong, 

For good King Kichard muſtered then 
A valiant Army ſtrong, 

To paſs the Seas to Acon Walls, 
To lay the ſame along. 

In Honour of our Saviour, &. 


So 
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So fierce conſuming Fire and Sword, 
Into that Country came ; 

Deſtroying all the Cities brave, 
And Towns of antient Fame, 

Till thoſe the Wrongs King Richard had, 
Were nghted by the ſame, 

In Honour of our Saviour, &. 


But in his Prime of Martial Worth, 
This noble King was ſlain ; . 

For wounded with a pois' ned Shaft, 
That pierc'd his Princly Brain : 

Such ſorrowing Moan was long time made, 
Amongſt his warlike Train, 

Still fighting for our Saviour, &c. 


But chiefly by his Lady fair, 
So loyal and ſo kind, 

That nothing but Revenge thereof 
Poſſeſſed ſtill her Mind; 

To know the Cauſer of his Death, 
Were rich Rewards aſſign'd, 

To the Honour of our Saviour, &. 


Upon the Murtherer (being found,) 
Much Cruelty was ſhewn, 
By her Command his Skin alive 
Was fleed from Fleſh and Bone ; - 
And after into Duſt and Air, 
His Body it was thrown, 
In Honour of our Saviour, &c. { 


Yet ended not this Ladies Grief, 
For him ſhe lov'd fo dear, 

Deep Sorrows even broke her Heart, 
As plainly did appear : 

And both were buried in one Grave, 
Thus true Love's End you hear, 

That died for our Saviour, &. 
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122 
Did ever Lady for her Love, 
More ſtrangely undertake ? 
Did ever Daughter in this kind, 
A gneved Father make? 
Did ever Princeſs end her Liſe 
Thus for her true Love's ſake ? 
And all for our Saviour, &. 


III. A 
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III. A Song of the Depoſing of King 
 Ruchard II. and how after many 
Miſeries, he was murder'd in Pom- 


fret Caſtle. 


To the Tune of Regard my Sorrows. 


Richard II. the Grand/on of the beloved 
Edward III. came to the Crown of England 
the 25th of June 1377, in the eleventh Year 
of hes Age; but his Infancy was no Obje- 
con, ſo extremely was his Family beloved by 
the People; bgſides which he had ſeveral Un- 
cles capable of managing the Affairs, the 
two oldeſt of whom were the Dukes of Lan- 
caſter and Gloceſter, e former Lord High 
Steward of England, and the latter a Man 

of great Sway among the Nobility, and to 
whom they entruſted the chief Adminiſtra- 


tron when Lancaſter went? over into Spain 
with the Title of King of Caſtile. But, 
ſpate of all theſe Advantages, Richard as it 
were took Pains to alienate the Afecdions of 
tus People from him, by declining the Advice 
of thoſe who were his faithful Friends, and 


hear k- 
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learning to the pernicious Flattery of Mi- 
ions, who fill'd him with Notions of Arbi- 
trary and Deſpotick Power, the Bane of 
many an Engliſh Ang. His fir/t Quarret 
was with his Parliament in the Year 1386, 
for umpeaching Michael de la Pole, a Mer- 
chant's Son, but now Earl of Suffolk, and 
Lord Chancellor. However, this Difference 
was made up, and the Parliament ſought by 
gentle Means to diſperſe ſome of his Favou- 
rites, ordering that Robert Vere, who had 
been created Duke of Ireland, could go take 
Poſſeſhon of what the King had given him in 
that Kingdom; and the better to enable him 

/o to do, they order d him a Supply of 30000 
Marks, and gave him fill the Eaſter follow- 
ing to prepare himſelf: But Sir Simon 
Beuley, another Minton, was condemn'd and 
beheaded for Treaſon, which higlily incenſed 
the King. Mean white, the French Monarch 
zntending to lake Advantage of our inteſtine 
Troubles, fitted out a Fleet to invade Eng- 
land; but being hinder d by contrary Winds, 
the Engliſh fitted out a ſufficient Force to op- 
poſe them, which Jailed under the Command 
of the Earls of Arundel and Warwick, 
who falling upon the Enemy, took from them 

ſeveral Ships, a great Number of Priſoners, 

Some of them Men of Note, and a con/ade- 
rable Quaulity of Wines; then landing upon 
the adverſe Shove, they relieved Breſt, and 
deſtroyed two Forts the French had built for 

the 
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the Defence of the Coaſt ; but, ſpite of all 
their gallant Actions, they were at ther Re- 
turn very coldly receiv d by the King and his 
Favourites, which very much incens'd them 
and the veſt of the Mobility. But the [nſo- 
lence of the King's Favourites grew to an ex- 
travagant Height; the Duke of Ireland not 
only declin'd leaving the Kingdom, as the 
Parliament had order d, but at this time, 
without Cauſe, divorced his Wife, who, by 
her Mother's fide, was a Grandaughter of 
King Edward's, and a Ladyof great Beauty 
and Vertue ; and in lieu of her he married 
a Bohemian Woman of mean Birth. Sir 
Robert Trevilian oo, another Favourite, 
and Chief F uſtice, behaved himfelf in a man- 
ner very unbecommg his Office ; and the 
King, by their Adoce, impeached ſeveral of 
tus faithfulle/t Nobles, who oppoſed theſe emit 
Counſellors, among? them his Uncle, the 
Duke of Glouceſter ; but the Parliament 
not joining with him, he went into Wales, 
and afterwards into the North with Vere, 
endeavouring to ratſe Men, but in vain ; 
and the Barons convinced him how muck too 
weak a Match he was for them. However, 
by the Inter poſution of his Uncle, the Quar- 
rel was made up ; but the Duke of Ireland 
went down into Cheſhire to razſe Forces, and 
the King ſent a Commiſſion to Sir Thomas 
Molineux to aſſiſt him. The Barons, ap- 
prized of this, ſent their Army down againſt 

Vor. III. C hum, 
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him, under the Eaxl of Derby, and they 
met in Oxfordſhire." Here the Dubs be- 
hav'd himſelf as cowardly, as he had inſo- 
lently before, and would have fled away, but 
Sy Thomas Molineux d://uaded him from 
24. But as ſoon as the Armies were actually 
engaged, the Dukeclapp d. Spurs to his Horſe, 
and Sir Thomas being /lain, the Earl of 
Derby obtazn'd an eaſy 1 Wlory. The fugi- 
trve Duke commg to Radcot Bridge, found 
2, broke down, upon which he threw off us 
Armour and fwam through ; and getting at 
length over into Holland, he led an Ernile's 
Life between two and three Years, and then 
awed at Louvain in Brabant. Cpon the 
News of his Defeat, Suffolk flew to Calais, 
but was deliver d up to and ent back by the 
Lord Beauchamp, Governor of that City. 
The King, in Acknowledgmentof his Fadeltty, 
removed him, and ſet Suffolk at Literiy, 
who was ſoon after obliged to go over again, 
and in leſs than two Years died in Bantſh- 
ment. At the beginning of 88, another Par- 
hament met, determin'd to redreſs the Erie- 
vancesof the Nation; and after a full Hear- 
ng, all the Fudges, and ſeveral other of the 
King's Favourites, were triedandcondemn'd, 
but at the King's Requeſt, therr Lives were 
[pared, and they ſent Priſoners ino Ireland, 
with a ſmall Sub ſiſtauce: And tus Sentence 
wasconfirm'd intoa Statute, and made 7 rea- 
Jon for any one to offer to repeal it; and 
every 
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every thing being ſet to rights, the King anew 
took the Coronation Oath, The Year following 
thoſe Stirmiſhes happen'd between England 
and Scotland, which lade related in the 
1097) and 110 Pages of my firſt Volume, 
and which gave Birth to the Story of Chevy | | 
Chace. In 89, the Duke of Lancaſter, I 
Father to Henry IV. return'd from fis 
Caſtile Eæpedition tmmenſely rich, and by 
has [unter poſition ſeveral new Differences that 
were ari/ing between the King and his People 
were pactified: the chief Source of which 
weve, that the King, a little after his coming 
to Age, diſimi ſſad all his Miniſters and Coun- 
cil, again ſupplying their Places with fis 
Minions. In 96, the King, who had been a 
Wridower near two Year's, married the French 
King's Daughter ; but upon Terms that his 
Uncle of Glouceſter could by no means 
reliſh, and he vigorouſly oppoſed the Match ; 
upon which the King, who had long bore him 
a deadly Hatred, reſolved to get rid of him: 
and coming one Evening to has Caſtle, he 
upped with him, and defered the Duke to ac- 
company him to Town, to be preſent at a 
great Council to be held the next Day; but on 
the Road he fell into an Ambuſh laid for him, 
and being that Night ſent on Shiþboard, 
was carried Priſoner to Calais, and ſhortly 
after, by the King's Direction, [fled be- 
tween two Feather-Beds. In g7, the King 
got a Parliament choſen to his Mind, who re- 
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vers d the Fudgment againſt the Judges, 
recalld the Exiles, and executed the Earl 
of Arundel, and impriſon'd the Earl of 
Warwick, and ſeveral other antient Mo- 
bles. In 1398, happen'd that famous Quar- 
rel between Hereford and Norfolk, of 
which I have already given ſo ample an A c- 


count. A fter this the King went on with his 


oldarbitrary Proceedings,charging ſeventeen 
whole Counties at once with Treaſon; a 
thing hehad often done by particular Perſons, 
and by the City of London, to extort Mo- 
ney. But ſuch violent Proceedings could not 
laſt for ever, and the People were grown 
heartily tired of his Government. I will 
not repeat the Reaſons that induced the young 
Dube of Lancaſter to attempt againſt his 
Crown, nor the Manner in which the King 


was forſaken; having already given an ample 


Account of theſe Things in Vol. 1. p. 121, 
122, 20 which / now vefer my Readers. 

After his Depoſition, he was ſent to the 
Tower of London, from whence he was re- 
mod d to a Caſtle in Kent, and thence to 
Pontfra&, os Pomfret Ca/?/e in Yorkſhire, 
where he ſoon after died: but the Manner of 
tus Death is very variouſly related. Some 
tell us, that his Plot againſt Henry IV. Aa- 
ding miſcarried, and the Earls of Kent, Sa- 
lisbury, and Huntington, who took up 
Arms for Jum, being defeated, he took it ſo 


much to Heart, that he would never after 


eat 
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eat or drink, but ſtarved himſel/ and pined 
away. Others, that he was ſtarved by the 
King's Orders. Some, that he was privately 
a/jaſjunated by Henry's Direction in Priſon. 
And a fourth Opinion ts, that the King ha- 
vingexpreſſed ſome Unea/ſineſs at his living. ſo 
long, Str Pierce Exton, wth erght Followers, 
haſten'd to Porafret, and entring lus Cham- 
ber, ſhew'd their Deen; but that Richard 

Junatching a Halber from one of them, kilÞd 

our of the Aſjaſſins, but Sir Pierce getting 
| behind hum, ſlew him. A ter his Death, he 
was brought up to Town, and expoſed to View 
(as they calPd it) in St. Pauls Churck ; but 
tas Body wasall wraptin Lead, and no Part 
of him but his Face could be ſeen. 


Hen &R:ichard the Second in England was King, 
And reigned with Honour and State, 

Six Uncles he had, his Grandfather's Sons, 

King Edward that ruled of late, 

All Counſellors noble and ſage ; 

Yet would he not hear 

Their Precepts dear, 

So wilful he was in this his young Age. 


A ſort of brave Gallants he kept in his Court, 
That train'd him to wanton Delights, 
Which Paraſites pleaſed him better in Mind, 
Than all his beſt Nobles and Knights : 
Ambition and Avarice grew 

So great in this Land, 

That ſtill from his Hand, 

A Maſs of rich Treaſure his Paraſites drew. 


'Ts His 
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His Peers and his. Barons diſhonoured were ; 
And Upſtarts thus mounted on high: 

His Commons ſore taxed, his Cities oppreſs'd, 

Good Subjects were nothing ſet by; 

And what to his Coffers did come, 
He wantonly ſpent, 
To pleaſe with Content 

His flattering Upſtarts, ſtill ſporting at home. 


When thus unto Ruin this Kingdom began 
To fall from the higheſt Eſtate, 

The Nobles of England their Prince's Amiſs, 
By Parliament ſoon did rebate: 

And likewiſe thoſe Flatterers all, 
They baniſh'd the Court, 
That made but a Sport 

To ſee this ſo famous a Kingdom to fall. 


But aſter theſe Gallants degraded were thus, 
King Richard himſelf was put down, 
And Bullinbrook, Lancaſler's noble born Duke, 
By Policy purchas'd his Crown. 
Thus Civil Wars here begun, 
That could have no End, 
By Foe nor by Friend, 
Till feven Kings Reigns with their Lives were 
(out-run 


But Richard, the Breeder of all theſe ſame Broils, 
In Priſon was wofully caſt, 
Where long he complained in ſorrowful ſort, 
Of Kingly Authority paſt : 
No Lords nor no Subjects had he, 
No Glory, no State, | 
That early and late 
Upon him attending had wont for to be. 


His Robes were converted to Garments ſo old, 
That Beggars would hardly them wear, 
His Diet no Comfort at all to him brought, 
For he fed upon Sorrow and Care. And 
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And from Priſon to Priſon was ſent, 
Each Day and each Night, 
To work him Deſpight, 
That wearied with Sorrows, he ſtill might lament. 


Poor King thus abuſed, he was at the laſt 
To Pomfret in Yorkſhire convey'd, 
And there in a Dungeon full low in the Ground, 
Unpitied he Nightly was laid : 
Not one for his Miſery grieved, 
That late was in Place 
Of royaleſt Grace, 
Where ſtill the diſtreſſed he kindly relieved. 


King Henry uſurping then all his Eſtate, 
Could never in Heart be content, 
Till ſome of his Friends in ſecrecy ſought 
To kill him by cruel Conſent ; 
Who ſoon to Pomfret hied, 
Whereas the Fear, 
That touch'd him ſo near, 
They finiſhed as ſoon as King Richard there died. 


There dy'd this good King, for murther'd he was, 
That might well have hved full long, 
Had not ill Council betray'd his beſt Good, 
And done his high Fortunes this Wrong : 
But Blood for Blood ſtill calls, | 
No bloody-ſtain'd Hand, 
Can long in this Land 
Stand ſurely, but ſoon into Miſery falls. 


Lancaſter thus the Diadem gain'd, 
And won his Title by Blood, 
Which afterwards by Heaven's high Power, 
Not three Generations ſtood, 
But yielded to York again : 
Thus Fortune ſhows 
Their proud Overthrows, 
That cunningly climb an imperial Reign. 
4 


C4 1 


IV. A Song of the Wooing of Queen 
Catherme, by Owen Tudor, a young 
Gentleman of Wales. Tranſlated 
out of the WelA. | 


To the Tune of Light in Love Ladies. © 


—_— 


Whil/t King Henry V. was purſuing his Con- 
gueſts in France, Charles VI. unable to re- 
fiſt hus victorious Arms, came to a Treaty 
with him, and in the Year 1420, the ſeventh 
of his Reign, King Henry was married to 
Catherine, e Daughter of Charles, by 
vr tue of which the latter acknowledg d King 
Henry Regent of France during his Ltfe- 
time, and after his Death abſolute Sove- 
reign of that Kingdom. The Chriſtmaſs 
following King Henry brought his Queen 
over to England, where /he was trowned on 
the 24th of February 1421. Tie Sea ſon of 
taking the Field being come, and the Dau- 
fhin having leved freſh Forces, King Henry 
haſten'd over to France, whither hrs Queen 
could not accompany him, betng at that time 

with Child, and on the 6th of December fol- 
| lowing 
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lowing /he was deliver d at Windſor of Prince 
Henry, who ſucceeded his Father. The 
April following ſhe paſſæd over into France 
with large Reinforcements for her HTuſband, 
but he was paſt making uſe of them, being at 
that time very ill of the Bloody-Flux, of 
which he ſhortly after died. What followed 
there is wide of my Purpoſe; ſuffice it, that 
among /# others, Queen Catherine return'd 
to England. It was impoſſiòle that a young 
handſome Widow, with her Fortune, could 
live without a Number of Admirers; and in 
the foremoſt Rank appear 4 Owen Theo- 
dore, or Tudor, a Gentleman of Wales, of 
no great Birth or Fortune, but of a graceful 
and moſt beautiful Perſonage, who won and 
married her, and by him ſhe had three Sons; 
of whom Edmund, the elde/t, by her [nte- 
reſt, was made Earl of Richmond, and 
married* Margaret Daughter and ſole Heir 
of John Duke of Somerſet, &y whom he 
had Henry Earl of Richmond, afterwards 
King Henry VII. Queen Catherine ſuar vi- 
ved this Huſband alſo, and then retired into 
the. Nunnery of Berdmondiey in Surrey, 
where ſhe died in the 14th Year of the Reign 
of her Son Henry VI. 


Her Deſcent from on of Gaunt, Duke of Lan- 
caſier, by which Henry VII. took the Title of Heir to 
the Houſe of Lancaſſer, may be ſeen in the ro6th and 
107th Pages of the Second Volume. 
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OwEN TUDOR. 
Salute thee, ſweet Princeſs, with Title of Grace, 
] For Cupid commands me in Heart to embrace 
Thy Honours, thy Virtues, thy Favour, and Beauty, 
With all my true Service, my Love and my Duty. 


| QUEEN CATHERINE. 
Courteous kind Gentleman, let me requeſt, 
How comes it that Cupid hath wounded thy Breaſt, 
And chain'd thy Heart's liking my Servant to prove, 
That am but a Stranger in this thy kind Love? 


TUDOR. 
If but a Stranger, yet Love hath ſuch Power, 
To lead me here kindly into the Queen's Bower ; 
Then do not, ſweet Princeſs, my Good-will forſake, 
When Nature commands thee a true Love to take. 


QUEEN. 
So Royal of Calling and Birth am I known, 
That matching unequal, my State's overthrown : 
My Titles of Dignity thereby I loſe, 
To wed me and bed me my Equal I'll chuſe. 


„oon. 
No Honours are loſt (Queen) in chuſing of me, 
For I am a Gentleman born by degree, 

And Favours of Princes my State may advance, 
In making me noble and fortunate Chance. 


QUEEN. 
My Robes of rich Honours moſt brave to behold, 
Are all oe'r imboſſed with Silver and Gold, 
Not therewith adorn'd, I loſe my Renown, 
With all the brave Titles that wait on a Crown. 


TUDOR. 
My Country, ſweet Princeſs, more Pleaſure affords, 
Than can be expreſſed by me here in Words : 
Such 
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Such kindly Contentment by Nature there ſprings, 
That hath been well liked of Queens and of Kings. 


QUEEN. 
My courtly Attendants are Trains of Delight, 
Like Stars of fair Heaven all ſhining moſt bright : 
And thoſe that hve daily ſuch Pleaſures to ſee, 
Suppoſe no ſuch Comfort in Country can be. 


TUDOR. 
In Wales we have Fountains, no Cryſtal more clear, 
Where murmuring Muſick we daily may hear, 
With Gardens of Pleaſure, and Flowers ſo ſweet, 
Where true Love with true Love may merrily meet. 


QUEEN. 
But there is no Tilting nor Turnaments bold, 
Which gallant young Ladies defire to behold, 
No Masks, nor no Revels, where Favours are worn, 
By Knights or by Barons without any Scorn. 


TUDOR. 
Our Maypole at Whitfontide maketh good Sport, 
And moves as ſweet Pleaſures as yours do in Court, 
Where on the Green dancing for Garland and Ring, 
Maidens make Paſtime and Sports for a King. 


QUEEN. 
But when your brave young Men and Maidens do 
(meet, 
Whilſt Silver-like Melody murmuring keeps, 
Your Muſick is clowniſh and ſoundeth not ſweet, 
And locks up your Senſes in heavenly Sleeps. 


TUDOR. 
Our Harps and our Tabors, and ſweet humming 
(Drones, 
For thee, my ſweet Princeſs, make muſical Moans 5 
ur 
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Our Morris Maid - marrians deſire to ſee 
A True-love Knot tied between thee and me. 


QUEEN, 
No Pleaſure in Country by me can be ſeen, 
That have been maintain'd ſo long here a Queen, 
And fed on the Bleſſings that daily were given 
Into my brave Palace, by Angels from Heaven. 


TU DO. 
Our green leav'd Trees will dance with the Wind, 
Where Birds ſit rejoicing according to kind: 
Our Sheep with our Lambs will skip and rebound, 
To ſee thee come tripping along on the Ground. 


QUEEN. 
What if a kind Princeſs ſhould ſo be content, 
By Meekneſs thus moved to give her Conſent, 
And humble her Honours, imbaſe her Degree, 
To tye her beſt Fortunes, brave Tudor, to thee. 


TUDOR. 
If to a Kingdom I born were by Birth, 
And had at Commandment all Nations on Earth, 
Their Crowns and their Scepters ſhould lye at thy 
| (Feet, 
And thou be my Empreſs, my Darling ſo ſweet. 


QUEEN. 
I fear not to fancy thy Love-tempting Tongue, 
For Cupid is coming, his Bow very ſtrong, 
Queen Venus, once Miſtreſs of Heart-wiſhing Plea- 
(fure 
We over-kind Women repent us at Leiſure. : 


TUDOR. 
May never fair Morning ſhew forth his bright Beams, 
But cover my Falſhood with greateſt Extreams, 
If not as the Turtle I lye with my Dove, 
My gentle kind Princeſs, my Lady, my Love. 
QUEEN. 


1 


QUEEN. 

Hie then into Wales, and our Wedding provide, 
For thou art my Bridegroom, and T'll be thy Bride; 
Get Gloves and fine Ribbons, with — 
fair, 


Of Silk and of Silver for Ladies to wear. 


TUDOR. 
With Garlands of Roſes our Houſewifely Wives, 
To have them adom'd moſt lovingly ſtnves ; 
Their Bride-cakes be ready, our Bag-pipes do play, 
Whilſt I ſtand attending to lead thee the way. 


Both together. 
Then mark how the Notes of our merry (os 
Our Ding-dong of Pleaſures moſt chearfully tells : 
Then Ding-dong fair Ladies and Lovers all true, 
This Ding-dong of Pleaſure may ſatisfy you. 


REEREEEKEEEEERKKKIN 
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V. The Life and Death of the Great 


Duke of Buckingham, who came to 
an untimely End, for conſenting to 
the depoling of the two gallant 


young Princes, King Edward the 
Fourth's Children. 


To the Tune of Shores Wife. 


When Richard Duke of Glouceſter had re- 
ſolved to deprive has two Nephews of the 
Crown, to put it upon lus own Head, he 
gain'd the Duke of Buckingham over to his 
Intereſt, who zealoully eſpouſed Ins Cauſe, 
not ſo much out of Love to Richard, as to 
gratify has own Ambition : nor did he, in 
carrying on the Work, /tick at anything, re- 
moving thoſe out of his way, who would not 
fede with him. One of the moſt difficult 
Tasks was to gain the City of London, which 
the Duke of Buckingham undertook. To 
this end, he made a Friend of Shaw the 
Lora-Mayor, Brother to that Dy. Shaw who 


had been employ d to preach up the Baſtardy 


of 


39 


of Edward's I ue, and he undertook to pre- 
pare the Citizens for ſuch an Overture. On 
the Day appointed, the Duke came to the 
Guildhall of the City, and iu a ſtudied Ora- 
tion mueghed againſt ſome Miſmanagements 
of the late Reign, then reflecting on a Mar- 
rage Contratt Edward had made um thanother 
Lady before his marrying his Queen, he com- 
cluded, that the Protector was undoubted [Ter 
to the Crown, and that the Lords of the 
Kingdom had reſolved to jet ham upon the 
Throne. The Duke expetted the Peoplewould 
have cried out, Long live King Richard; 
but, contrary to his Expettation, they all con- 
tinued in a profound Silence. Upon this, 
turning about to the Mayor, he asd him the 
Meaning of what he ſaw : To which he (alſo 
furprizd) anſwer'd, he believed the People 
had not rightly under/tood him. The Duke 
aroſe a ſecond time, repeated what he had 
aud, and endeavoured to explain every thing 
to them, but not a Man opened his Mouth in 
anſwer. The Mayor then told the Duke the 
People were always accuſtom d to have fuck 
Over tures made them by the Recorder, and 
perhaps now expetted it, The Recorder there- 
fore was order d to make the Motion to the 
People; he was obliged to obey, and repeated 
the Duke's Speech, taking care not to add a 
Word of his own, and even by his manner of 
Speaking, ſufficiently ſhewing, that hewas pro- 
poſing a thing he utterly dillik'd. He ended, 
and 


7 


2 7 Log > d . lu. T 
—_— wo a Rp 7 re F wo n ö 
x 4 Aa e = +. 4 41.4 1h == 
* CT TT y 
1 , * — 1 * * u \ * D 6 — ad 
6 — dt tit bs Ne cf 1 IS "= s abs F , 
— — — 5, 0 EN : — g 


. 
-* 
— 
1 1 
wie tid 
4 al be * 
— aac 


* * 
* — 


— — 


ola IAQ. ft. A 
a „ N 
8 n 1 
* 4 wo — — — 


_ nobleCity, 
firſt Share of the Honour ; and therefore he 
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and had the Satisfaction of ſeerng the People 
continue in the ſame profound Silence. The 
Duke, very muck nettled at this, roſe up a 
thixd time, and ſaid, that he was come thi- 
ther to perſuade them to concur iu an A fair, 
where their Aſfiſtance perhaps would not be 


necefjary, for the Nobility, and Commons of 


the other Prommees would do it without them; 
but having a articular Affection for that 
ny efered that they might have the 


deferred to know, whether in C onformity to 
the reſt of the Kingdom, they would nominate 
the preſent Protettor for the King. The 
Duke would have been as much morttfy'd as 
before, had not ſome of. his own, and of the 
Proteftor's Servants, who /tood at the lower 
end of the Hall, determin'd to try what they 
could do, by crying aloud, A King Richard, 
a King Richard. The Citizens, ſurpriz'd 
at this, look'd about them with Confuſion ; 
which the Duke percetving, laid hold of the 
Opportunity, and ſaid, that he was tranſ- 
ported to find ſuch Unanimaity in their Voices 


for making that noble Prince ther King, 


with which he would acquaint him, ſo as to 
make ut turn to thetry Advantage ; and defrred 
they would come and accompany him to the 
Protector the next Morning. Accordingly 


the Mayor and a few of the Citizens, who 


were willing to fwim with the Tide, came to 
the Duke's the next Day, and he went with 
them 
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them to Baynard's Caſtle, where the Pro- 
teftor reſided; and the Duke, at the Head of 
the Citizens, made him a Proffer of the 
Crown, which Richard ſeemingly refus'd. 
Upon this the Duke conſulting with the Mayor 
and Citizens, as well as with the Lords who 
came to be preſent at this Ceremony, the Duke 
made the Protector a ſecond Speech, and ac- 
guainted him, that they were determin'd to 
reject a Baſtard 1 us, and put one upon the 
Throne who was able to reign; that if he con- 
tiuu d ob/tinate in has Refuſal, they muſt ap- 

ply to ſome one elſe. This Profer, join d 
with their Threats, made Richard comply, 
and he aſcended the Throne. The Duke of 
Buckingham now thought nothing could be 
dented hum; and the firſt thing he asd for, 
was the Duke of Hertford's E/tates, whick 
had been annex'd to the Crown Lands: But 
Richard ning his ambitious Temper, and 
thinking ſuch an additional For tune would 
make him too power ful, dented his Suit; 
though, lis ſaid, he had promis d him thoſe 
very Lands, provided he could work up the 
City of London to his Purpoſe. This en- 
raged the Duke ſo much, that he reti d from 
Court to his Country-Seat, and there enter d 
into a ſtrift Friendſhip with Dr. Moreton, 
Biſhop of Ely, who had ſome little time be- 
been deliver d into has Cuſtody, and by them 
Richard's Ruin was fir/t contrivd. Ely 
plotted to recall the Earl of Richmond, and 

to 
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to nate a Match between him and Lady 
Elizabeth, Edward's Daughter. But their 
Deſigus being diſcover d before they could be 
gffefted, Richard /ent for old Buckingham 
uþ to Court, which he dechn'd, well knowimg 
the Conſequence of ſuch a Fourney; and 
Richard, w/o was determin'd to tale no De- 
nal, laid his abſolute Commands upon him, 
whack the other ſlighited, aud prepared lo op- 
poſe him with open Force: and to that pur- 
poſe, rarſed an Army,; but not having whevre- 
with to pay them, they disbanded themſelves. 
Upon which the Duke of Buckingham fled, 
and having diſguiſed himſelf, got to the 
Houſe of one Humphry Baniſter, formerly 
has Servant, but he had preferr d him, and 
made his Fortune, Here the Duke, in La- 
bourer's A ttire, word in his Garden; but 
King Richard z ung out a Proclamation, 
mating it Death to ſhelter the fugitive Duke, 
andpromfinga Rewardofa Thouſand Pound 
to any one who ſhould diſcover him, Baniſter 
fold his Maſter; who, by Richard's Order, 
was carried to Shrewsbury, and on the 1/4 of 
November 1483, was beheaded in the Mar- 
ket-Place, without any manner of Proceſs ; 
it being very cuſtomary, as Authors tell us, to 
execute in thoſe Days without ever bring- 
ing the Accuſed to a Trial. Sir Thomas 
Moore gives us a long Account of the M. 
fortunes ' that befell Baniſter and all his 


Family, in the manner they are related in the 


fol low- 
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Following Song. TI ſhall ſay nothing of the 
Ballad it ſelſ, it being able to ſpeak its own 
Praiſe. I fhall only obſerve, that I ao not 
believe the two laſt Stanza's genuine; they 
ſeem to have been added long ſince, though not 
both al the ſame time, or by the ſame Hand ; 
but they putmern Mind of the Story told of a 
Country Stone-Cutter, who uſed to add Noſes, 
Hands, and Feet to the Maimed Works of 


a Phidias or Praxiteles. 


A Tale that never yet was told, 
ale that might to Pity move 
The Spirits below, the Saints above. 


A Tale of the Gnef I muſt unfold, 
A 


When Wars did plague this Maiden Land, 
Great Buckingham in Grace did ſtand, 
With Kings and Queens he ruled ſo, 

When he ſaid Ay, none durſt ſay No. 


Great Glouce/ter's Duke that waſh'd the Throne 
With Blood of Kings to make't his own, 

By Henry Stafford's Help obtain'd 

What Reaſon will'd to be refrain'd. 


If any Noble of this Land, 

Againſt Great Glouce ſlers Aim did ſtand, 
Old Buckingham with Might and Power, 
In grievous Woes did him devour, 


He hop'd when Richard was made King, | 
He would much greater Honours bring 

To Buckingham and to his Name, 1 
And well reward him for the ſame. 1 


In 
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In Clarence Death he had a Hand, 
And 'gainſt King Edward's Queen did ſtand, 
And to her Sons bore httle Love, 
When he as Baſtards would them prove, 


King Zdward ſwore him by his Oath, 
In true Allegiance to them both, 
Which if I fail, I wiſh quoth he, 
All Chnſtians Curſe may light on me. 


It ſo fell out on A.- Souls Day, 

By Law his Life was ta'en away : 
He had his Wiſh, tho' not his Will; 
For Treaſon's End is always III. 


In London having pleaded Claim, 
And Richard thereby won the Game, 
He challeng'd Honour for his Gain, 
But was rewarded with Diſdain. 


On which Diſgrace within few Hours, 
Great Buckingham had rais'd his Powers : 
But all in vain, the King was ſtrong, 

And Stafford needs muſt ſuffer Wrong. 


His Army fail'd, and durſt not ſtand, 
Upon a Traytor's falſe Command ; 
Being thus deceiv'd, old Stafford fled, 
And knew not where to hide his Head. 


The King with ſpeed to have him found, 
Did offer full Ten thouſand pound, 

Thus Richard ſought to caſt him down, 
Whoſe Wit did win him Zugland's Crown. 


The Plain old Duke his Life to ſave, 
Of his own Man did ſuccour crave ; 
In hope that he would him relieve, 
That late much Land to him did give. 


King 


* 
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Baſe HBaniſtier this Man was nam' d, 
By this vile Deed for ever ſham'd, 
It is, quoth he, a common Thing, 
To injure him that wrong'd his King. 


King Zdward's Children he betray'd, 
The like 'gainſt him I well have plaid : 
Being true, my heart him greatly grac'd, 
But proving falſe that Love is paſt. 


Thus Banifter his Maſter ſold 
Unto his Foe for hire of Gold ; 
But mark his End and nghtly ſee, 
The juſt Reward of Treachery. 


The Duke by Law did loſe his Head; 
For him he ſought to do moſt good, 
The Man that wrought his Maſter's Woe, 
By lingring grief was brought full low. 


For when the King did hear him ſpeak, 
How baſely he the Duke did take, 
Inſtead of Gold gave him diſgrace, 
With Baniſhment from Town to Place. 


Thus Banifter was forc'd to beg, 

And crave” for Food with Cap and Leg, 
But none on him would Bread beſtow, 
That to his Maſter prov'd a Foe. 


Thus wandring in this poor Eſtate, 
Repenting his Miſdeeds too late, 
Till ſtarved he gave up his Breath, 
By no Man pitied at his Death. 


To woful End his Children came, 

Sore puniſh'd for their Father's Shame : 
Within a Channel one was drown'd, 

Where Water ſcarce could hide the Ground. 


Ano- 
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Another by the Powers divine, 
Was ſtrangely eaten up of Swine : 
The laſt a woful Ending makes, 
By ſtrangling in an empty Jakes. 


Let Traytors thus behold and ſee, 

And ſuch as falſe to Maſters be ; 

Let diſobedient Sons draw near, 

The Judgments well may touch them near. 


Both old and young that live not well, 
Look to be plagu'd from Heaven or Hell, 
So have you heard the Story then 

Of this great Duke of Buckingham. 
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VI. A Song of the Life and Death of 
King Richard the Third, who, after 
many Murthers by him committed 
upon the Princes and Nobles: of this 
Land, was flain at the Battel of 
Boſworth in Leice/ter/hure, by Henry 
the Seventh, King of England. 


To the Tune of Who 1if to lead a Soldier's Life. 


I have already twice ſpoke of the little Credit 
that ſome People give to ſeveral Paſſages iu 
the Life of this King (Vol. 1. p. 146. and 
Vol. 2. p. 100.) and therefore ſhall not now 
repeat it ; bul enter upon has moſt remar kable 
Attons, as they are deliver d down by far 
the greater Majority of Hiſtorians. When 
Edward the Fourth died, fits eldeſt Son was 
at Ludlow Caf/tle ; the King hoping that his 
Preſence would have Jome [nfluence upon the 
Welſh, who ever and anon proved very 
troubleſome. Several Expreſſes were di 

- patched to hum with the News of lus Father's 
Death, and Jus Uncle Richard Duke of 
Glouceſter ha/ten'd him with all poſſible 


Speed, 
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Speed, and brought him from thence by way 
of Northampton, where part of the Re- 
tinue was left one Night, while the King and 
Duke came as far as Stony Stratford. 7he 
next Morning Ear! Rivers, the King's Un- 
cle by furs Mother's Side, was arreſted, with 

Jome other faithful Perſons; nor could the 
young Monarch helþ himſelf, being then but 
twelve Years and five Months old. Upon this 

the Queen, with her other Son the Duke of 

York, who was but nine Vears old, took 

Santtuary in Weſtminſter-Abby; 61 

Richard, partly by artful Perſua/ions, and 

partly by Threats, got him from thence, and 
ent him with his Brother to the Tower, un- 
der Pretence of providing the better for their 
Safety. Then it was that ſome Prigſts were 

employ 'd to inſiuuate in ther Sermons, that 

Edward's was a Baſtard I que, and Richard 

. the undoubted Heir. The Council, who at 
fir/t had thought his Meaning good, had in- 
veſted im with the Power of Proteftor, which 
Richard made w/e of to remove thoſe, who 
ard not ſeek to advance him to the Throne ; 
and therefore on the 13th of June, 1483, 
the ſame Day' that Rivers, and others of the 
Queen's Friends and Relations were beheaded 

at Pomfret, the Lord Haſtings, Lord 
Chamberlain, was beheaded upon Tower-Hill, 

without any manner of Proceſs, but carried 
arrettly from the Council to the Block : His 
Accuſation and Sentence by Richard, are 
faith- 
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faithfully repreſented in Mr. Rowe's Jane 
Shore. Four Days after thts, Richard mas 
proclaimed King, the Duke of Buckingham 
having made the City offer him the Crown, iu 
the manner related in the preceding Iulro- 
duction; and on the 6th of July he was 
crowned with his Wife, Anne Daughter to the 
Earl of Warwick, and Relict of Prince 
Edward, Henry the Stils Son, whom 
Richard ine, flew. The better to ſecure 
hrs Title to the Crown, Tirrel, with two more, 
were employ d to make away with the young 
Princes,whom they ſtifled between two Feather- 
Beds, but their Bodies were never found 
till the Fear 1674. When the Duke of 
Buckingham, w Morton, had reſolved 
upon recalling the Earl of Richmond, and 
marrying him to Lady Elizabeth; Richard, 
to break their Meaſures, is ſaid to have pri- 
vately made away with hts Wife, that he 
might marry his own Niece, and in her 
Right then enjoy the Crown: And the 
Queen was almoſt brought to give her Conſent 
toit. But Richmond . er with all poſſiòle 
Expedition, the Duke of Bretagne and the 
King of France aſſiſtiug him; but a Storm 
met 515 at Sea, diſperſed his Forces, and 
wreck d his Ships. owever, his Friends 
again help'd him, and on the 15th of Au- 
guſt 1484, he landed in Wales with two 
thouſand Soldiers; and the People of Eng- 
land, aſſatisfy d with Richard's Reign, 
Vor III. D Hoch d 
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flock'd in to his Aſſiſtance; ſo that in lus 
March tas Army conſiderably increas d. 
Richard thought it mot adorſeable to meet 
him as early as he could; and therefore with 
has Army he encamp'd at Botſworth, in Lei- 
ceſterſhire, where on the 22d of Auguſt 


_ the two Armies engag ad: The Battel was 


bloody, and bravely fought on both Sides; but 
Richard's Party was at length routed, and he 
humſelf ſlain, after a Reign of two Years, 
two Months, and four Days. Earl Rich- 

mond's Title to the Crown, and his Mar- 
reage to Princeſs Elizabeth, may be ſcen 


ian the 106th, and following Pages of the ſe- 
cond 4 olume. 


N England once there reign'd a King, 
A Tyrant fierce and fell, 

Who for to gain himſelf a Crown, 

Gave ſure his Soul to Hell: 
Third Richard was this Tyrant's Name, 

The worſt of all the Three; 
That wrought ſuch Deeds of deadly Dole, 
That worſer could not be. 


For his Deſires were ſtill (by Blood) 
To be made ngland's King, 

Which He to gain that golden Prize, 
Did many a wondrous thing : 

He flaughter'd up our noble Peers, 

. And chiefeſt in this Land, 

With every one that likely was 

His Title to withſtand. 
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Four bloody Fields the Tyrant fought, 
Fier he could bring to paſs 
What he made lawleſs Claim unto, 
As his beſt liking was: 
Sixth Henrys princely Son he ſlew, 
Before his Father's Face, 
And weeded from our Engliſi Throne, 
All his renowned Race. 


This King likewiſe in London Tower, 
He murthering made away 

His Brother Duke of Clarence Life, 
He alſo did betray. 

With thoſe right noble Princes twain, 
King Edward's Children dear, 

Becauſe to Englands Royal Crown 
He thought them both too near. 


His own dear Wife alſo he flew, 
Inceſtuouſly to wed 

His own dear Daughter, which for fear 
Away from him was fled : 

And made ſuch Havock in this Land, 
Of all the Royal Blood, 

That only one was left unſlain, 
To have his Claims withſtood. 


Earl Richmond he by Heaven preſerv'd, 
To right his Country's Wrong, 

From #rance prepar'd full well to fight, 
Brought o'er an Army ſtrong : 

To whom Lord Szaniey nobly came, 
With many an Zngiz/t Peer, 

And join'd their Forces all in one, 
Earl Richmond's Heart to cheer. 


Which News when as the Tyrant heard, 
How they were come on Shore, 

And how his Forces Day by Day, 
Increaſed more and more : 
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He frets, he fumes, and ragingly 
A madding Fury ſhews, 


And thought it but in vain to ſtay, 
And ſo to Battel goes. 


Earl Richmond he in Order brave, 
His fearleſs Army led, 
In midſt of whom theſe noble Words, 
Their valiant Leader ſaid, 
Now is the Time and Place, fweet Friends, 
And we the Soldiers be, 
That muſt bring Zngtand's Peace again, 
Or loſe our Lives muſt we. 


Be valiant then, we fight for Fame, 
And for our Country's Good, 

Againſt a Tyrant mark'd with Shame, 
For ſhedding Eugliſi Blood: 

I am right Heir of Lancaſter, 
Entitl'd to the Crown, 

Againſt this bloody * Boar of York, 
Then let us win Renown. 


Mean while had furious Richard ſet 
His Army in Array, 
And with a ghaſtly Look of Fear, 
Deſpairingly did ſay, 
Shall Henry Richmond with his Troops 
O'er-match us thus by Might, 
That comes with fearful Cowardice, 
With us this Day to fight! 


Shall Zudor from Plantagenet 
Win thus the Crown away! 

No, Richard's noble Mind foretels, 
That ours will be the Day : 


Richard was w/wally called the Boar of York, by 
reaſon of the Boar he had in his Coat of Arms. 


For 
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For golden Crowns we bravely fight, 
And Gold ſhall be their Gain, 

In great Abundance giv'n to them, 
That live this Day unſlain. 


Theſe Words being ſpoke, the Battels join'd, 
Where Blows they bravely change, 

And Richmond, like a Lion bold, 
Performed Wonders ſtrange ; 

And made ſuch Slaughter through the Camp, 
Till he King Richard 'ſpies, 

Who fighting long together there, 
At laſt the Tyrant dies. 


Thus ended Zng/and's woful War, 
Uſurping Richard dead, 

King Henry fair Z/izabeth 
In Princely ſort did wed : 

For he was then made England's King, 
And ſhe his crowned Queen : 

So 'twixt theſe Houſes long at Strife, 
A Unity was ſeen. 
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VII. The Story of Ill May-Day, in the 
Time of King Heury the Eighth, and 
why it was ſo called; and how 
Queen MFatherime begged the Lives 
of Two thouſand London Appren- 
tices. 


To the Tune of He good Niekt. 


ThefollowingSongts foundeduponaFatt; nor 
has the Writer taken many Liberties in al- 
teringit havingonly magnifiedandilluſtrated 
the Story. The Thing happen'd on the May- 
Eve, of the Fear 1517, the Eighth of 
Henry VIII SO Reign. Numbers of Fo- 
reigners were at that time ſettled in Eng- 
land, with particular Priviteges ; and, as 
our Author juſtly obſerves, run away with 
the greateſt Part of the Trade, whil/t ſeveral 
of the Natives wanted. The Engliſh Va- 
lion, I mean the Commonalty, is not apt to 
be over-caval to Strangers, and need no great 
Provocation to abuſe them ; but when they 
ſuffered by them in this manner, 'twas with 
@ great 
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a great deal of Difficulty that they were re- 
ftrain'd. Several were for encouraging a 
Tumult, but particularly one Lincolne, a 
' Broker, who hired a certain Preacher, called 
Dr. Bele, to inflame the People by his Ser- 
mons. The Court perceit'd what the Cili- 
2ens would fain be at, but to prevent them, 
an Order was ſent by the King and lus Prevy- 
Council to the Lord-Mayor and 4 ldermen, 
that they required every Houſekeeper, under 
very ſevere Penalties, to take care that all has 
Servants and his whole Family /hould bewth- 
in- doors by Nine ut Night; and this the 
Magi/trates were to ſee punttually per form d. 
This Order was for ſome time very well 06- 
erb d, but ſtill they wanted only an Oppor- 
tunity of Riſing, which an Accident gave 
them. Two Apprentices playing in the Streets 
about Eleven a-Clock on the May-Eve, the 
Alderman of the Ward came to arreſt them; 
but they thinking they had more Privilege on 
that Night than any other, began to call out 
to therr Fellows for A//i/tance, and ſo many 
came running out of Doors from the Neigh- 
bourhood, that the Alderman was forced to 
fly. Encourag'd by this, and ſeeing their 
Numbers mncreaſe as the Rumour of their 
being up ſpread, they haſten'd to the Priſons 
where ſome had been committed for abuſing 
Strangers, and theſe they firſt deliver d. 
The Lord-Mayor and Sheriffs, and Sir Tho- 
mas Moore, who had been klei Recorder, 
| 14 and 
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and was very much beloved by them, could not 
with all ter Penſuaſions reſtrain them, and 
Force they had not ſufficient to oppoſe to them ; 
but furiouſlyruſhing on to the Houſe of a very 
rich Foreigner, whom, as he was à great 
Trader, they particularly hated, they broke 
open his Doors, Hild every one they met 
with there, and rifled all the Goods; and in 
other Places theycommitted divers other Oui. 
rages. At length the News of this Diſorder 
reaching the Ears of the Earls of Shrews- 
bury and Surrey, they roſe, and taking with 
them all the Inns-of-Court-Men, they clear d 
the Streets of the Rioters, and took Numbers 
of them Priſoners. Shortly after, the Duke 
of Norfolk and the Earl of Surrey, with 
1300 Soldiers, came into the City, and join- 
ing the Lord-Mayor and A ldermen, pro- 
ceeded againſt the Criminals. Two hundred 
and ſeventy eight were found guilty, but whe- 
ther through the Interceſfion of Queen Ca- 
therine, or through a merciſul Diſpoſetion of 
King Henry, not above twelve or fifteen fuf- 
fered; Lincolne, with three or four more 
of the moſt guilty, were hang d, drawn and 
quarter d; about ten more were hang'd on 
Cibbets in the Streets, and the Lord-Mayor, 
Aldermen and Recorder appearing on the 
Behalf the reſt at Court, they vacero'd a 
Check, as if ſome of the Magiſtracy had 
connived at the Riot; and the reſt of the 
Criminals were order d lo appear _— the 
ng” 
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King at Weſtminſter iz white Shirts, and 
Halters about their Necks; and with them 
mixed a great Number of People, who were 
not before ſuſpetted, that they might be entt- 
tled to a Pardon; which the King having 
granted, he alſo order d the Gibbets which 
had been erefted to be taken down, and the 
Citizens were again reſtored to Favour. 
What Service theſe Apprentices afterwards 
did the King in War 1 know not, but our 
Poet ſeems to be @a very good Moraliſi: He 
firſt hews us the Danger of ſuffering Stran- 
gers to ſettle here, and take the Bread out of 
the Mouths of our Artiſans: In the next 
place, he has expoſed the many M1/chaefs pro- 
ceeding from a Riot, and the Impoſſibilty of 
ſuppreſſing it til] much Blood has been ſhed. 
A fler having ſpoke of the King's Mercy, he 
obſerves the good Effect it had; thoſe Men 
whoſe Lives he ſpared, proving afterwards of 
the greateſt Service to him in us French 
War, and being the foremoſt in the Battel, or 
in the Sacking of 10wns. 

Eruſe the Stories of this Land, 

And with Adviſement mark the ſame, 
And you ſhall juſtly underſtand 
How Ill May-Day firſt got the Name. 
For when King Heury th' Eighth did reign, 
And ruPd our famous Kingdom here, 
His Royal Queen he had from Spain, 
With whom he liv'd full many a Year. 
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Queen Xatherine nam'd, as Stories tell, 
Sometime his elder Brother's Wife ; 

By which unlawful Marriage fell 
An endleſs Trouble during Life : 

But ſuch kind Love he ſtill conceiv'd, 
Of his fair Queen, and of her Friends, 


Their Journeys faſt for Eugland bends. 


And with good Leave were ſuffered 
Within our Kingdom here to ſtay, 
Which Multitude made Victuals dear, 
And all things elſe from Day to Day; 
For Strangers then did ſo increaſe, 
By reaſon of King Henry's Queen, 
And privileg'd in many a Place 
To dwell, as was in London ſeen. 


Poor Tradeſmen had ſmall Dealing then, 
And who but Strangers bore the Bell! 
Which was a Grief to Eugliſi- Men, 
To ſee them here in Zondon dwell : 
Wherefore (God-wot) upon May-Zve, 
As Prentices on Maying went, 
Who made the Magiſtrates believe, 
At all to have no other Intent : 


But ſuch a May-game it was known, 
As like in Zondon never were ; 
For by the ſame full many a one, 

With loſs of Life did pay full dear : 
For Thouſands came with Z:/boe Blade, 
As with an Army they could meet, 

And ſuch a bloody Slaughter made 
Of Foreign Strangers in the Street, 


Which being by Spain and France perceiv'd, 


That all the Channels ran down with Blood, 


In every Street where they remain'd ; 
Yea, every one in danger ſtood, 
That any of their Part maintain'd : 
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The Rich, the Poor, the Old, the Young, 
Beyond the Seas tho' born and bred, 
By Prentices they ſuffer d Wrong, 
When armed thus they gather'd Head. 


Such Multitudes together went, 

No warlike Troops could them withſtand, 
Nor yet by Policy them prevent, 

What they by Force thus took in hand : 
Till at the laſt King Henrys Power, 

This Multitude encompaſs'd round, 
Where with the Strength of Zondon's Tower, 

They were by Force ſuppreſs'd and bound. 


And Hundreds hang'd by Martial Law, 
On Sign-Poſts at their Maſters Doors, 
By which the reſt were kept in Awe, 
And frighted from ſuch loud Uproars : 
And others which the Fact repented, 
(Two thouſand Prentices at leaſt) 
Were all unto the King preſented, 
As Mayor and Magiſtrates thought beſt. 


With two and two together tied, 
Through Temple har and Strand they go, 
To Wz:/tmin/ter there to be tried, 
With Ropes about their Necks alſo : 
But ſuch a Cry in every Street, 
Till then was never heard or known, 
By Mothers for their Children ſweet, 
Unhappily thus overthrown. 


Whoſe bitter Moans and ſad Laments, 
Poſſeſſ'd the Court with trembling Fear: 
Whereat the Queen herſelf relents, 
Tho' it concern'd her Country dear: 
What if (quoth ſhe) by Spani/ Blood, 
Have London's ſtately Streets been wet, 
Yet will I ſeek this Country's Good, 
And Pardon for theſe young Men get. 
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Or elſe the World will ſpeak of me, 
And ſay Queen £Xatherine was unkind, 
And judge me ſtill the Cauſe to be, 
Theſe young Men did theſe Fortunes find : 
And fo difrob'd from rich Attires, 
With Hairs hang'd down, ſhe fadly hies, 


And of her gracious Lord requires 
A Boon, which hardly he denies. 


The Lives (quoth ſhe) of all the Blooms 
Yet budding green, theſe Youths I crave ; 
O let them not have timeleſs Tombs, 
For Nature longer Limits gave : 
In ſaying ſo, the pearled Tears 
Fell trickling from her Princely Eyes ; 
Whereat his gentle Queen he chears, 
And ſays, Stand up, ſweet Lady riſe. 


The Lives of them I freely give, 
No Means this Kindneſs ſhall debar, 
Thou haſt thy Boon, and they may live 
To ſerve me in my Bullen War: 
No ſooner was this Pardon given, 
But Peals of Joy rung through the Hall, 
As tho' it thundred down from Heaven, 
The Queen's Renown amongſt them all. 


For which (kind Queen) with joyful Heart, 
She gave to them both Thanks and Praiſe, 
And ſo from them did gently part, 
And hv'd beloved all her || Ak | 
And when King Henry ſtood in need 
Of truſty Soldiers at command ; 
Theſe Prentices prov'd Men, indeed, 
And fear'd no Force of warlike Band. 


For at the Siege of Zowrs in France, 
They ſhew'd themſelves brave EngitAmen ; 
At Bullen too they did advance 

St. George's luſty Standard then ; 
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Let Tourine, Tournay, and thoſe Towns 
That good King Henry nobly won, 


Tell London's Prentices Renowns, 
And of their Deeds by them there done. 


For Ill Mayday, and Ill May-games, 
Perform'd in young and tender Days, 
Can be no Hindrance to their Fames, 
Or Stains of Manhood any ways : 
But now it is ordain'd by Law, 
We ſee on May-day's Eve at Night, 
To keep unruly Youths in Awe, 
By Londons Watch in Armour bright. 


Still to prevent the like Miſdeed, 

Which once thro' headſtrong young Men came; 
And that's the Cauſe that I do read, 

May-day doth get ſo ill a Name. 


VIII. 


VIII. A Song of an Engliſi Knight, 
that married the Royal Princeſs, 
Lady Mary, Siſter to King Henry 
the Eighth, which Knight was after- 
ward made Duke of So. 


To the Tune of Who 1i/ to lead a Soldier's Life. 


Si Charles Brandon, Viſcount Liſle, the 
Hero of the following Song, was, for ſeveral 
good Sermces done to King Henry VIII. 
created Duke of Suffolk in the Year 1514, 
and it was thought at the time the King con- 
ferr'd this Honour upon him, he intended 
hum a far greater, by giving him his ſecond 
Sr/ter the Princeſs Mary in Marriage ; but 
juſt at this time Lewis XII. of France feh- 
ing the Alliance of the Engliſh King, a 
Match was made up between him and the 
Pri neeſs, io the great Grief of the Duke ; 
who however, though he dearly loved her, 
had Honour enough never to uſe the leaſt 
Means for preventing the Marriage, think- 

ing it ſo very much to her Advantage. The 

Princeſs, 
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Princeſs, with a noble Retinue, was ſent over 
to France, where ſhe married Lewis on the 
9 of October 1514; but that Monarch 
did not long enjoy her, he dying the firſt of 
January following. His Succeſſor Francis I. 
propos d the Queen Dowager's Return mnto 
England, 20 which King Henry conſented, 
after having made the beſt Conditions he 
could for his Siſter, and taken Security for 
the Payment of her Dowry. This done, 
Some of the Engliſh Nobles were appointed 
to go over ito France to receive the Queen, 
and conduct her back; among ſt them were the 
Duke of Suffolk, who, upon his Arrival, 
renewing his Suit, and being already in her 
good Graces, found it no difficult Matter to 
gain has Point ; and wiſely concluding, that 
King Henry might not /o readily conſent to 
has marr ying the Dowager of France, as he 
would have done to us marryimngthe Princeſs 
tas S/ter, he would not delay his FHlappineſs, 
but had the Marriage privately celebrated be- 
fore he left France. When the News was 
brought to Henry, he feem'd much difſatif- 


fied with it, and at firſt kept Suffolk at a 


Diſtance; but the King of France and others 
mnterceding in his Behalf, he was very well 
recoucil d to him, and the Duke had no ſmall 


Shave afterwards in the Admint/tration of 


Afairs. ' Tis remarkable, that neither this 
Lady or her Siſter had any great Pride or 


Amoition in them ; for although they both, 
' by 


64 

by the Care of their Friends, had been wedded 
to Monarchs, we find that the eldeſt Siſter, 
Princeſs Margaret, after having buried her 
firſt Huſband, James V. of Scotland, c/o/e 
one of her Nobles for a ſecond, and married 
Archibald Douglas, Zar! of Angus, as / 
before obſerved, Vol. I. p. 204. 


Ighth Henry ruling in this Land, 
He had a Siſter fair, 
That was the widow'd Queen of France, 
Enriched with Vertues rare: 
And being come to England's Court, 
She oft beheld a Knight, 
Charles Brandon nam' d, in whoſe fair Eyes, 
She chiefly took Delight. 


And noting in her Princely Mind, 
His gallant ſweet Behaviour, 
She daily drew him by degrees, 
Still more and more in Favour : 
Which he perceiving, courteous Knight, 
Found fitting Time and Place, 
And thus in amorous ſort began, 
His Love-Suit to her Grace : 


I aim at Love, fair Queen, ſaid he, 
Sweet let your Love incline, 

That by your Grace, Carles Brandon may 
On Earth be made divine : 

If worthleſs I might worthy be 
To have ſo good a Lot, 

To pleaſe your Highneſs in true Love, 
My Fancy doubteth not. 


Or if that Gentry might convey 
So great a Grace to me, 

I can maintain the ſame by Birth, 
Being come of good Degree : 


If 
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If Wealth you think be all my Want, 
Your Highneſs hath great Store, 
And my Suppliment ſhall be Love, 
What can you wiſh for more ? 


It hath been known when hearty Love 
Did tie the True-love Knot ; 

Though now if Gold and Silver want, 
The Marriage proveth not. 

The goodly Queen hereat did bluſh, 
But made a dumb Reply ; 

Which he imagin'd what ſhe meant, 
And kiſs'd her reverently. 


Brandon (quoth ſhe) I greater am, 
Than would I were for thee, 
But can as little maſter Love, 
As them of low Degree: 
My Father was a King, and ſo 
A King my Husband was, 
My Brother 1s the like, and he 
Will ſay I do tranſgreſs. 


But let him ſay what pleaſeth him, 
His Liking I'Il forego, 

And chuſe a Love to pleaſe my ſelf, 
Though all the World ſays no: 

If Plowmen make their Marriages 
As beſt contents their Mind, 

Why ſhould not Princes of Eſtate 
The hke Contentment find ? 


But tell me, Brandon, am I not 
More forward than beſeems ? 

Vet blame me not for Love, I love 
Where beſt my Fancy deems. 

And long may live (quoth he) to love; 
Nor longer hve may I, 

Than when I love your Royal Grace, 
And then a; die. 
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But if I do deſerve your Love, 
My Mind deſires Diſpatch, 
For many are the Eyes in Court, 
That on your Beauty watch : 
But am not I, ſweet Lady now, 
More forward than behoves ? 


Yet for my Heart, forgive my Tongue, 
That ſpeaks for him that loves. 


The Queen and this brave Gentleman 
Together both did wed, 

And after ſought the King's Good-will, 
And of their Wiſhes ſped : 

For Brandon ſoon was made a Duke, 
And graced ſo in Court, 

Then who but he did flaunt it forth 
Amongſt the nobleſt ſort. 


And ſo from Princely Brandon's Line, 
And Mary's did proceed 

The noble Race of Sufo/#s Houſe, 
As after did ſucceed : 

From whoſe high Blood, the Lady Fane, 
Lord Guilford Dudley's Wite, 

Came by Deſcent, who with her Lord, 

In Zondon loſt her Life. 


IX. A Princely Song of the Six 
Queens that were married to Henry 
the Eighth, King of England. 


To the Tune of Well-a-day. 


** 


Henry VIII. Sou to Henry VII. (whoſe Ge- 
nealogyand 7k to lie Crotom may be ſeen in 
the 106th Page of Vol. II.) was born the 
28th of June, 1491. As he was @ younger 
Son, his Father deſagn'd to bring him up a 
Clergyman, thanking to give him an Arch- 
&1/hoprick, thereby making a handſome Pro- 
v1/ton for him, and freeing the Nation from 
that Charge. This Monarch had married his 
eldeſt Son to an Infanta of Spain; but Prince 
Arthur dying in the faxteenth Year of his 
Age, Prince Henry was taken off from his 
Studies; and his Father, unwilling to repay 
the Dowry of the Princeſs Catherine, and 
/aealledging that ſhenever had carnal Know- 
ledge of her late Husband, he determin'd to 
marry her to Henry, but died before he had 
eff etfted it, on the 22d of April 1509. Zy 
the Advice of his Council, Henry VIII. 

| married 
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married the Princeſs Catherine the 34 of 
June following. He afterwards fini/hed the 
Chapel his Father had begun in Weſtminſter- 
Abby, which ts /till ſhewn as Henry the Se- 
venth's Chapel, and which coſt a prodigious 
Sum of Money. From the above Marriage 
ſprung but one Child that lived, the Princeſs 
Mary, who was born at the beginning of the 
Year 1516. In the Year 27, King Henry 
offer d her in Marriage to the King of 
France; but the Biſhop of Tarbe, the 
French Ambaſſador, refuſed the Offer, ob- 
getting to her Legitimacy ; he alſo told the 
King, the Pope had no Power to grant him a 
Diſpenſation for marrying his Brother's Wi- 
dow. This is thought to have been the fir ft 
thing that alarm'd the King, and raiſed 
Some Scruples in him ; for thoſe that pretend 
to ſay that he was then in Love with Anna 
Bullen, are palpably miſtaken : nor indeed 
is there the leaſt Ground for ſuch a Suſpicion; 
for the King had no great Command over his 
Paſhons, and had he loved Anna Bullen at 
that time, he would not have ftaid five Years 
for her: Beſides which a Marriage was then 
propoſed, and could the Divorce have been 
obtained as ſoon as 'twas expected, would cer- 
tainly have been ſolemniæ d between the King 
and the Dutcheſs of Alanzon, S1/ter to 
Francis I. of France. Great Time was 
ſpent in controverting the Validity of this 
Marriage, and pretty ſtrong Proofs were 
made 
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made of Prince Arthur's having had carnal 
Knowledge of her, though Queen Catherine 
till denied it. At length a Divorce was 
pronounced iu the Year 1532, aud the King 
married Anna the Daughter of Sir Thomas 
Bollen, o Bullen, a Lady of great Beauty 
and Accompli/uments, ſhe having ſpent part 
of her Time in the Court of France, whi- 
ther ſhe went with Princeſs Mary, the King's 
S/ter, and /taid behind her there ſome con- 
federable time. On the 6th of September, 
33, Princeſs Elizabeth was born, who then 
was look? d upon as Heir to the Crown, in de- 
fault of ue Male, Princeſs Mary having 
been declared illegitimate. Queen Cathe- 
rine, after her Divorce, was called Princeſs 
Dowager ; but ſhe was not long conjined to 
that Title, for im the Month of January 
153: le died. Nor did her Succeſor long 
furove her ; Anna Bullen (whether gu/tly 
or no, is not my preſent Buſineſs )was accusd 
of Adultery, and on the 15th of May, 
in the ſame Year, was tried and recerved Sen- 
tence of Death. At the ſame time were 
condemn'd the Lord Rochfort, Brother to 
the Queen, Henry Norris, Z/g; Mark 
Smeton, of the King's Privy-Chamber, Wil- 
liam Brereton, ; and Sir Francis 
Weſton, Ant. Gentlemen of the Bed-Cham- 
ber ; theſe Five were beheaded on the 17th, 
but the Queen was reſpited till the 19th, at 
which time ſhe alſo ſuffer d. Shortly (ſome 
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fay the next Day) after her Death, the 
King marnied Jane Seymour, Daughter to 
Sir Thomas Seymour, an A ttendant on the 
late Queen, who, on the 8th of November, 
n the Year 37, was brought to Bedof Prince 
Edward, and dd in Child-Bed, as I have 
atready related in the 11 5th, and following 
os of the Second Volume. And King 
Henry having a Son, ventur d to declare 
has other Daughter Princeſs Elizabeth ille- 
gitumate : But this being lus laſt Child, and 
fearing (as it afterwards happen'd) that 
Edward might die without L ue, he had the 
[Uleguttmacyaftewardsrepeal'd. King Henry 
lzved ſome time a Widower, but at length a 
Marriage being propoſed between him and 
Anne of Cleves, Szſter to the Duke of that 
Name, it was concluded, and they were mar- 
ried on the 6th of January, 159; but the 
King di/uked her Perſon before Marriage; 
and is ſaid to have declar d the next Morning, 
that [he did not come a Virgin to has Bed. 
Theſe Reafons, and her Friends not comply- 
ng with their Promiſes, made the King re- 
ſolved to get rid of her ; and a Pre-contratt 
between her and another Prince not having 
been cancelld according to Agreement, the 
Marriage was on the 12th of July the ſame 
Fear declared void, and the 8th of Auguſt 
following he married Katherine Howard, 
Daughter to Edmund, third Son of Thomas 
firſt Duke of Norfolk; but he came polluted 
to 
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to las Bed, and on the 13th of February 
41-2, /he was beheaded for Adultery, which 
was ſufficiently proved againſt her. Some of 
our tH/torians, who are inclined to be merry, N 
tell us, that after this, there was no Maiden 
Lady who would venture upon the King, in- 
Somuch that he was obliged tomarrya Widow, 
which he did on the 12th of July 43, taking 
to Wife the Lady Katherine Par, Relict of 
the Lord Latimer, whoſe Life was once in 
the greateſt Danger on account of her Re- 
ligion, ſhe 2 under took to diſpute on ſe- 
veral Points at different times with the King 
her Husband, and thoſe about him. Arti- 
cles were privately drawn up againſt her, but 
ſhe having ſome [ntimation given her of it, 
took occaſion to fall into the ſame Diſcourſe 
with the King; and in the Height of it, let 
him know ſhe was far from adhering to thoſe 
Principles ſhe was maintaining; but that 
knowing how great a Dione the King was, 
/he laid hold of every Opportunity to contra- 
dict what ſhe belier'd, that ſhe might daily 
be inſtrutted in her Faith. Ius Speech pro- 
duced the dgſired Effect, and he was reconaled 
to her, and her Enemies felt that Fury which 
they had endeavour d to raiſe againſt her. 
Nor did /he long after this ſtand expoſed to 
the King's precarious Humour, for this hap- 
hend in 46, and on the 28th of January of 
the Vear following King Henry died. 


, 
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W e England's Fame did ring, 
Royally, Royally, 

Of Henry the Eighth our King, 

All the World over: 

Such Deeds of Majeſty, 

Won he moſt worthily, 

England to glorify, 

By the Hand of fair Heaven. 


His Royal Father dead, 
Cunouſly, cunouſly, 

Was he then wrapt in Lead, 
As it appeareth : 

Such a Tomb did he make, 

For his ſweet Father's ſake, 

As the whole World may ſpeak 
Of his gallant Glory. 


England's brave Monument, 
Sumptuouſly, ſumptuouſly, 
Kings and Queens gave Conſent 
To have it there grac'd : 
Henry the Eighth was he, 
Builded in Gallantry, 
With golden Bravery, 
In his rich Chapel. 


And after did provide, 
Carefully; carefully, 
To chuſe a Princely Bride, 
For his Land's Honour : 
His Brother's Widow he 
Married moſt lawfully, 
His loving Wife to be, 
Royal Queen £Xatherine. 


Which Queen he loved dear, 
Many a Day, many a Day, 
Full Two and twenty: Year, 
E'er they were parted. 


—— ——— 
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From this renowned Dame, 

Mary his Daughter came, 

Yet did his Biſhops frame 
To have her divorced. 


When as Queen £Xatherine knew 
How the King, how the King, 
Prov'd in Love moſt untrue, 
Thus to forſake her ; 
Good Lord ! what bitter Woe, 
Did this fair Princeſs ſhow, 
Unkindly thus to go 
From her ſweet Husband. 


Oh my kind Sovereign dear, 
Said the Queen, ſaid the Queen, 
Full Two and twenty Year 
Have I been marry'd : 
Sure it will break my Heart, 
From thee now to depart, 
I ne'er plaid Wanton's Part, 
Royal King Henry. 


All this availed nought, 
Woful Queen, woful Queen, 
A Divorce being wrought, 
She muſt ſorſake him: 
Never more in his Bed 
Laid ſhe her Princely Head: 
Was Cer a Wife ſo beſtead, 
Like to Queen Xatherine. 


Amongſt our Engli Amen 

Of Renown, of Renown, 
The Earl of Willhire then 

Had a virtuous fair Daughter : 
A brave and Princely Dame, 
Anna Bullen by Name, 
This Virgin was by Fame, 

Made Wife to King Henry. 
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From this ſame Royal Queen, 
Bleſſedly, bleſſedly, 

As it was known and ſeen, 
Came our ſweet Princeſs 

England's Elizabeth, 

Faireſt Queen on the Earth ; 

Happy made by her Birth, 
Was this brave Kingdom. 


When Anna Bullen's Place, 
Of a Queen, of a Queen, 

Had been for three Years Space, 
More was her Sorrow : 

In the King's Royal Head, 

Secret diſpleaſure bred, 

That coſt the Queen her Head, 
In London's ſtrong Tower. 


Then took he to Wife Lady Fane, 
Lovingly, lovingly, 

That from the Seymours came, 
Nobly deſcended : 

But her Love bought ſhe dear, 

She was but Queen one Year ; 

In Child-bed ſhe dy'd we hear, 
Of Royal King Edward. 


England then underſtand, 
Famouſly, famouſly, 

Princeſs Three of this Land, 
Thus came from three Queens : 

Katherine gave Mary Birth, 
Anna Elizabeth, 

Fane, Edward by her Death ; 
All crown'd in England. 


After theſe married he, 
All in Fame, all in Fame, 
A Dame of Dignity, 
Fair Anne of Cleve : 


11 


Her Sorrow ſoon was ſeen, 

Only ſix Months a Queen, 

Graces but growing green, 
So quickly divorced. 


Yet liv'd ſhe with Grief to ſee, 
Woful Queen, woful Queen ! 

Two more as well as ſhe, 
Married unto King Henry: 

To enjoy Love's Delights, 

On their ſweet Wedding - Nights, 

Which were her proper Rites, 
Mournful young Princeſs. 


Furſt a ſweet gallant Dame, 
Nobly born, nobly born, 

Which had unto her Name 
Fair Katherine Howard : 

But e'er two Years were paſt, 

Diſliking grew ſo faſt, 

She loſt her Head at laſt : 
Small time of Glory ! 


After her, Katherine Parre, 
Made he Queen, made he Queen, 
Late Wife to Lord Latimer, 
Brave Eugliſi Baron. 
This Lady of Renown, 
Deſerved not a Frown, 
Whilſt Henry wore the Crown 
Of thrice famous England. 


Six Royal Queens you ſee, 
Gallant Dames, gallant Dames, 
At Command marned he, 
Like a great Monarch : 
Yet hives his famous Name, 
Without Spot or Defame ; 
From Royal Kings he came, 
Whom all the World fear'd. 
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X. A lamentable Ditty on the Death of 
Lord Guilford Dudley, and the Lady 
Jane Grey, that for their Parents 
Ambition, in ſeeking to make theſe 
two young Princes King and Queen 
of England, were both beheaded in 
the Towel of London. 


To the Tune of Far and Pra 


To enter upon this Story, we muſt look back- 
wards upon the two laſt Years of King Ed- 
ward's Reign, from whence the Civil War at 
the beginning of Mary's took its firſt Riſe. 
Among /t thoſe who had any part in the Ad- 
munſtration under King Edward, was Dud- 
ley Ear of Warwick, a Man of a very 
ambitious Temper, and who ſtuck at nothing 
to remove thoſe he look'd upon as his Rivals, 
and who might any ways ſtand 1nCompetition 
with him for the firſt Honours. In the Fear 
1551, King Edward made feveral Promo- 
trons, and among /t others, the ambitious Karl 
of Warwick was made Duke of Northum- 
berland ; 
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berland ; aud Henry Gray, Marguis of 
Dorſet, Duke of Suffolk. This latter had 
married Frances, the Daughter of Mary, 
fecond Siſter to King Henry VIII. oy 
Charles Brandon, Dube of Suffolk, as 
above-mention'd ; by whom he had the Lady 
Jane, the Herome of the following Song. 
This young Lady Northumberland loo#d 
upon as the Step by which he muſt aſcend to 
the utmoſt Height of Ambition ; and there- 
fore made up a Marriage between her and 
has fourth. Son the Lord Guilford ; at the 
fame time marrying his other C. hildren into 
the moſt power ful Families, that by thery Al- 
liauces he might ſupport his Pretenſious, as 
unjuſt as they were ; for Lady Jane had cer- 
tainly no Title to the Crown. The Princeſſes 
Mary and Elizabeth had indeed by their Fa- 
ther King Henry been declared legitimate, 
as before objervd; but the Att of Illegiti- 
macy had been repeal'd'in his Life-time, and 
they by Parliament declar d Succeſſors to the 
Crown, in default of Edward's Ius. Be- 
aides theſe, there was the Ius of King 
Henry's elder Siſter, whoſe great Grand/on 
King James ends = bet ted the Crown ; 
and even the Lady Frances herſelf was alive, 
who had a prior Right to her Daughter ; but 
all theſe Con ſiderations were overlook d by 
Northumberland, who-_zwas determined at 
at any rate to compaſs has Ends. Some 
7¹ tortans will tell us, that the firſt thing 
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taken care of was, that Edward ſhould never 
live to have Ius, for which Reaſon, Str Ro- 
bert Dudley, another of Northumberland's 
Sons, was made one of the Six ordinary Gen- 
tlemen of the Bed-Chamber : nor did King 
Edward (add they) long enjoy his Health 
after he came into Waiting. Whether this be 
Fatt or no, I cannot pretend to determine ; 
certain it is, That young Monarch did not die 
without Suſpicion of Poiſon. Northumber- 
land at that lime was the chief, I might ſay, 
the only Man in Power near him; Northum- 
berland kad a Daughter-in-Law to raiſe to 
the Throne. Theſe Reaſons, goin'd to the 
general Hatred the People bore him, made all 
the Odium of the Suſpicion be caſt upon 
him. When Edward drew towards his End, 
Letters Patents were drawn up by the A doice 
of the Council (which the Duke ruled) ap- 
pointing Lady Jane Succeſſor to the Crown, in 
default of ue Male of the Lady Frances, 
and theſe, to have a Title, muſt be born in 
the King's Lifetime, and the Lady Frances 
was not only reckon'd paſt Child-bearing, but 
had /he been half gone, twas impoſſible, from 
his State of Health, King Edward ſhould 
have lived till the Term of her Delivery. 
Theſe Letters, ſagn'd by the King and the 
Council, were dated the 21/2 of June 1 — 
and the King died the 6th of July follow: 

at Greenwich. His Death was kept — 
two Days, whil/t Northumberland — the 
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neceſſary Preparations tooppoſeany Meaſures 
the Princeſs Mary might take; but in vain, 
the People oin'd with her, and her Friends 
at Court contrived, that Northumberland 
humſelf ſhould march againſt her: So that 
the Mobility and City being no longer under 
any Reſtraint from his Preſence, declar d for 
Queen Mary. Northumberland ſceing 
what Turn Affairs were like to take, pro- 
claim'd Queen Mary himſelf at Cambridge, 
but 'twas too late; he was taken, arraign'd, 
condemn'd, and executed. Ie Duke of Suf- | 
folk, Lady Jane's Father, was impriſon'd 
in the Tower, but within four Days after 
receit /d a Pardon from Queen Mary. On 
the 13th of November the Lord Guildford 
and Lady Jane were alſo condemn'd, but re- 
ed by the Queen, who certainly did in- 
tend to ſave their Lives, had not her own Fa- 
ther made it impoſfueble; for the very begin- 
ning of the Year following, the ungrateful 
Suffolk. who had ſo lately recerv'd a Pardon, 
appear d i in Arms again, and had ſtirred up 
fuck Diſcontents among /# the People upon the 
Queen's approaching Marriage with Prince 
Philip of Spain, hat this Rebellion had al- 
moſt proved fatal to her ; but he was defeated, 
and afterwards betrayd by his Servant. 
Queen Mary ſeeing how precarious her Title 
was whil/t Lady Jane was living, /igned the 
Dead Warrant, as well for her as her Huf 
band. The Lord Guildford — this, defer d 
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to fee his Wife, but ſhe refusd it, thinking 
therr Meeting too great a Shock to bear; but 
he had Courage enough to ſee him from her 
Window go towards the Hill, and ſaw the 
headleſs Trunk brought back again. Abou! 
two Hours after, the ſame Day, (12th of 
February) ſhe was beheaded within the 
Tower, pitied and lamented by all; for her 
> ume was not her own,and committed muck 
againſt her Will: She would have refusd the 
Crown, but her Parents forc'd her to accept 
zz ; and when ſhe was obliged to take the Re- 
galia, /he publickly wept. Her Reign la/ted 
out ten Days, and when ſtripped of her 
Royal Robes, ſhe appeared much better plea- 
ths A e She 
was a beautiful young Lady, had a great 
Share of Learning, being, among/t other 
things, extremly well versd in the Greek 
and Latin Tongues, which ſhe not only read, 
but writ with eaſe: She was an Example 
of Pietyand conjugal Love, and Miſtreſs of 
a Diſcretion far greater than could be ex- 
pected in one of her Age, being at the time 
— Edward's Death but fexteen Years 


Hen as King Edward left this Life, 
In young and blooming, Years, 

Began ſuch deadly Hate and Strife, 

That filled Eugland full of Tears, 

Ambition in thoſe antient Days, 

More than Ten thouſand, * thouſand 

Troubles did ariſe. | 
Northum- 
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Northumberland being made a Duke, 
Ambitiouſly did ſeek the Crown, 
And Sufolk for the ſame did look, 
To put Queen Mary's Title down, 
That was King Henrys Daughter bright, 
And Queen of England, England, England, 
And King Edward's Heir by right. 


Lord Guilford and the Lady Fane 
Were wedded by their Parents Wills ; 

The Right from Mary ſo was ta'en, 
Which drew them on to farther IIls: 

But mark the End of this Miſdeed, 

Mary was crowned, crowned, crowned, 
And they to Death decreed. 


And being thus adjudg'd to die, 
For theſe their Parents haughty Aims, 
That thinking thus to mount on high, 
Their Children King and. Queen proclaims : 
But in ſuch Aims no Bleſſings be, 
When as Ten thouſand, thouſand, thouſand, 
Their ſhameful Endings ſee. 


Sweet Princes they deſerv'd no Blame, 
That thus muſt die for Father's Cauſe, 

And bearing of ſo great a Name, 
To contradict our gi Laws. 

Let all Men then conclude in this, 

That they are hapleſs, hapleſs, hapleſs, 
Whoſe Parents do amiſs. 


Now who more great than they of late 
Now who more wretched than they are! 
And who more lofty in Eſtate, 
Thus ſuddenly conſum'd with Care? 
Then Princes all ſet down this reſt, 
And ſay the golden, 1 golden 
Mean is always be 
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Prepar'd, at laſt drew on the Day, 
Whereon the Princes both muſt die; 
Lord Guilford Dudley by the way, 
His deareſt Lady did eſpy, 
Whilſt he unto the Block did go, 


She in her Window weeping, weeping, weeping, 
Did lament her Woe. 


Their Eyes that look'd for Love e'er-while, 
Now blubber'd were with pearled Tears, 
And every Glance and Lover's Smile, 
Were turn'd to Dole and deadly Fears : 
Lord Guilgford's Life did bleeding lye, 
Expecting Angels, Angels, Angels 
Silver Wings to mount on high. 


His deareſt Lady long did look, 
When ſhe unto the Block ſhould go, 

Where ſweetly praying on her Book, 
She made no Sign of outward Woe; 

But wiſh'd that ſhe had Angels Wings, 

To ſee that golden, golden, golden 
Sight of Heavenly things. 


And mounting on the Scaffold then, 
Where Guitford"s lifeleſs Body lay, 
I come, quoth ſhe, thou Flower of Men, 
For Death ſhall not my Soul diſmay : 
The Gates of Heaven ſtand open wide, 
To Reſt for ever, ever, ever: 
And thus thoſe Princes dy'd. 


Their Parents likewiſe loſt their Heads, 
For climbing thus one Step too high : 
Ambitious Towers have ſlippery Leads, 
And fearful to a wiſe Man's Eye: 
For one's Amiſs great Houſes fall, 
Therefore take Warning, Warning, Warning, 
"wy this, you Gallants all. 


XI. The 


XI. The lamentable Complaint of 
Queen Mary for the unkind Depar- 
ture of King Philip, in whoſe Ab- 
ſence ſhe fell ſick and died. 


To the Tune of Crimſon Velvet. 


When Queen Mary came to the Crown, ſhe was 
about Thirty fix Years of Age, and had hi- 
therto declined Marriage, either becauſe he 
had no Inclination for a married State, or 
feared perhaps ſhemig htnot be beloved, having 
no very great Share of Beauty ; but now ſhe 
thought it neceſſary to ſeek ſome power ful Al- 
liances, at the ſame time hoping to leave Chit- 
darenbehindher ; for ſhe was a /taunch Catho- 
lick, and was determined to overturn Ed- 
ward's Reformation, andreconcile the Church 
of England to that of Rome: but ſhe knew 
her Labour would be in vain, / the Crown 

ſhould ever devolve to her Siſter Elizabeth, 
who was as zealous a Proteſtant. Several 
Matches were propoſed for the Queen, but 
one was at length concluded between her and 
Prince Philip of Spain, Son to the Emperor 

Charles 
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Charles V. This gave a great deal of Un- 
eafrneſs to many of the Engliſh, who thought 
their Nation muſt be ſubjefted to Spain, and 
treated by it as à conguer d Province. This 
Opportunity it was, that Suffolk, Wiat, and 


ſeveral others laid hold of for raiſing a Re- 


bellion ; but being defeated, they met with 
the Reward of Treaſon. As ſoon as an end 
was put to theſe inteſtine Troubles, the Treaty 
of Marriagewas renew 'd and concluded, upon 
Terms no twaysdiſadvantageous tothe Engliſh 
Nation, and Prince Philip ſailing for Eng- 
land, landed at Southampton the 27th of 
July 1554 ; and having ve/ted himſelf a few 
Days, he went to Wincheſter, where the 
Queen was already, and their Marriage was 


20 


ſolemma d there on the Fgſtival of St. James, 


the tutelar Saint of Spain. Cardinal de la 
Poole commg ſhortly after into England with 
the Claracter of Pope's Legate, abſolved the 
People for having lit d (as theyterm'd it) in 
Hereſp, and the Engliſh were ve-untted to the 
Church of Rome, the Queen laid by the Title 
of Supreme Head of the Church, and it was 
aguin giden tote Pope. Upwards of two Years, 
this Queen veign'd very well below ad of her 
People; but Gardiner, Biſhop of Win- 
cheſter, and ſome other hot-brain'd Prie/ts 
having too greatan Influenceover her, theyin- 
clened hey to Per ſecution,which brokeout about 
the beginning of the Fear 56, and the poor 
Proteſtants were every where throughout the 
2 Kingdom 
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Kingdom moſt inhumanly butcher d. Cran- 
mer, Archbr/hop of Canterbury, with ſome 
other Pyelates, were burnt at Oxford; and 
therewasnoPlacein theKingdomout what ell 
the fatal Fury of the Perſecutors. Princeſs 
Elizabeth /zved in perpetual Danger, being a 
cloſe Priſoner fir/tinthe Tower afterwardsat 
Woodſtock in a Lodge very near the Place 
where Blenheim-Houfe now /tands, and af 
terwards in divers other Places. Her Safety 
was owing in ſome meaſure to the unexpected 
Death of Gardiner, but more to the Inter- 
ceſſion of King Philip, who had Slate-Reaſons 
for preſerving her Life; for Queen Mary 
enjoy'd no great Health, and the next Heir to 
the Crown was Mary Queen of Scots, who 
married the Dauphin of France; and as 
Spain and France were perpetually at War, 
Philip was afraid left that Kingdom hould 
be an over-Match for him, when it had the 
Power of England to ſecond it, fince they 
were but upon a Level even when he was 
countenancd by the Engliſh. The Pope, 
who bore the Emperor a deadly Grudge, ſpi- 
ted the French up to break the Truce with 
—_ which they did, little expetting the 
gliſh would zoin in the Quarret, it being 
Sarbiculartyfitulated bythe MarriageTreaty, 
that Queen _ ſhould not engage in any 
Foreign War for Spain, But the Queen de- 
termin'd to play Fluſband's Cauſe, and 
took this Opportunity of charging France 
with 
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with having fomented ſeveral Rebellions in 
England, and a//i/ted Northumberland, Suf- 
folk, and Wiat, when engaged in War again/t 
their Sovereign. Accordingly, a War with 
France was proclaimed on the 7th of June 
1557, and King Philip went over mito . 
France, at the Head of the Engliſh and 
Spaniſh Forces, where he overthrew the 
French in more than one Battel : But not- 
with/tanding this, they found an Opportunity 
of laying Siege to and carrying Calais, the 
laſt remaining Place the Engliſh had in 
France. Th Loſs touck'd Queen Mary 
to the Heart, whoſe Diſtemper viſibly in- 
creas'd, and her Life appear d to be in the 
utmoſt Danger. The firſt Cauſe of her Ill- 
neſs was a Mole or Swelling in the Belly, 
which being accompanied by other Symptoms, 
her Midwives and Nurſes made her beheve 
/he was with Child; and ſhe was ſo deluded, 
that ſhe at laſt fancy'd herſelf Quick, all 
theneceſJary Preparations were made for her 
Lymg-in, Te Deum was /ung, the unborn 
In aut pray'd forinall Churches, and Regu- 
lationsmadeby the Parliament for its Educa- 
ton. Thus by neglecting the Diſtemper, it 
grew too power ful for the Art of Phyſich, 
and her Liver being over-cooled, ſhe fell into 
a Drop, in which ſhe at laſt died. As ſhe 
really loved her Huſband, it was thought by 
thoſeabouther, that ſhe was extremely griev d 
at King Philip's A b/ence ; but ſhe gave =— 
t 
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ther Cauſe for her Sorrow, andwasoftenwont 
to tell thoſe about her, that they were Stran- 
gers to her Grief ; but if after her Death 
they would open her, they would find Calais 
in her Heart. And indeed ſhe was never ſeen 
to enjoy a Moment's Pleaſure after that Loſs. 
This Care, join d to her Sicknef, ſoon put an 
end to her, and ſhe gave up the Ghoſt on the 
7th of November of the Year 1558. 


Ary doth complain, 
Ladies be you moved 

With my Lamentations, 

And my bitter Moans : 
Philip King of Spain, 

Whom in Heart I loved, 
From his Royal Queen 

Unkindly now 1s gone ; 
Upon my Bed I lye, 
Sick and like to die : 

Help me Ladies to lament, 
For in Heart I bear, 
He loves a Lady dear ; 

Better can his Love content : 
Oh, Philip ! moſt unkind, 
Bear not ſuch a Mind, 

To leave the Daughter of a King : 
Gentle Prince of Spain, 
Come, oh come again, 

And ſweet Content to thee I'll bring. 


For thy Royal ſake, 
This my Country's Danger, 
And my Subjects Woes, 
I daily do procure : 
My burning Love to flake, 
Noble Princely Stranger, 
And the ſame to move, 
Where it was ſottled ſure, 
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Divers in this Land, 
Againſt my Foes did ſtand, 

Pawning their Lives therefore : 
And for the ſame were ſlain, 
Gentle King of Span, 

Streets ran down with purple Gore. 
Forty thouſand Men, 
All in Armour then, 

This noble Kingdom did provide : 
To marry England's Queen, 
Before thou ſhould'ſt be ſeen, 

Or I be made thy gallant Bride. 


But now my great Good-will, 

I fee is not regarded, 

And my Favours kind, 

Are here forgotten quite : 
My Good is paid with Ill, 

And with Hatred rewarded, 
I unhappy Queen, 

Left here in woful Plight, 
On our Zagiiſi Shore, 

Never ſhall I more 

Thy comely Perſonage behold, 
For upon the Throne, 

Gloriouſly he ſhone, 

In purple Robes of Gold. 
Oh my Heart is ſlain, 
Sorrow, Care and Pain, 

Dwells within my ſobbing Breaſt : 
Death approacheth near me, 
Becauſe thou wilt not cheer me, 

Thou gallant King of all the Weſt. 


Thoſe Jewels and thoſe Rings, 
And that golden Treaſure, 
Furſt to win my Love, 
Thou broughteſt out of SSain: 
Now unto me brings 
No Delight, no Pleaſure, 
But a ſorrowful Tear, 
Which ever will remain : 


ome — 


[ 8g | 
Thy Picture when I ſee, 
Much amazeth me, 
Cauſeth Tears a-main to flow, 
The Subſtance being gone, 
Pleaſures I have none, 
But lamenting Sighs of Woe ; 
The Chair of State adorn'd, 
Seems as if it mourn'd, 
Binding up mine Eyes with Weeping, 
And when that I am led 
Unto my Marriage-Bed, | 
Sorrow keeps me ſtill from ſleeping. 


Come you Ladies kind, 

Bring my Gown of Sable, 
For I now muſt mourn, 

The Abſence of my Lord. 
You ſee my Love-ſick Mind, 

Is no longer able 
To endure the Sting 

Of Cupids pricking Sword: 
My dying Heart doth reſt 
In Philips Princely Breaſt, 

My Boſom keeps no Heart at all : 
But ever will abide, 
In ſecret by his ſide, 

Andfollow him through Bower and Hall. 
Though I live diſdained, 
Yet my Love unfeigned 

Shall remain both chaſte and pure, 
And evermore ſhall prove 
As conſtant as the Dove, 

Aud thus ſhall Mary ſtill endure. 
Ring out my dying Knell, 

Ladies ſo renowned, 
For your Queen muſt die : 

And all her Pomp forſake : 
England now farewell, 

For the Fates have frowned, 
And now ready ſtand, ” 

My breathing Life to take : 


Con- 
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Conſume with Speed to Air, 
Fading Ghoſt prepare | 

With my Milk-wings to fly : 
Where ſitting on the Throne, 

Let my Love be ſhown, 

That for his ſake is forc'd to die. 
Be for ever bleſſed, 

Tho' I die diſtreſſed, 

Gallant King of high Renown. 
The Queen now broken-hearted, 
From this World's departed, 

In the Heavens to wear a Crown. 


6 
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XII. The moſt rare and excellent 


Hiſtory of the Dutcheſs of SwfolZ's 
Calamity. 


To the Tune of Queen Dido. 


am now come to the Hiſtory of a moſt unfor- 
tunate Lady, whoſe greateſt Miſeriæs flow d 
from Cauſes that the Vulgar and Unthinking 
are apt to call Bleſſings; to wit, high Birth, 
Wealth, Power, Huſbandand Children. Some 
lade already taken Notice in the Hiſtory 
of her eldeſt Daughter, the Lady Jane Grey, 
whom ſhe loſt at the beginning of Mary's 
Reign, and a few Days after her Huſband 
was alſo beheaded. Theſe were the Miſeries 
ſhe ſuffer d under the Reign of that Queen ; 
for thoſe that the Poet has made her go 
through in the following Song, are merely 
feftitious, and not ſo great as what ſhe really 
ſuffer d in the Perſon of her Huſband and 
Children. I know not whether this Princeſs 
promiſed herſelf great Advantages from 
Queen Elizabeth's coming to the Throne ; 
but 
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but if ſhe did, ſhe deceivd herſelf with 
vain Hopes, and indeed /he was too nearly 
related to the Throne, to recei de any Counte- 
nance from the Sovereign ; it often proving 
of dangerous Conſequence to ſerve thoſe who 
have the leaſt Pretenſion. Iu the begmning 
of Queen Elizabeth's Reign, her 71 — 
Daughter the Lady Katherine Grey w 
married to the Earl of Pembroke, but — 
mæediately after divorced, ſhe being with Child 
at the time ſhe was forced to marry him, 
upon this the Queen ſent her Priſoner to the 
Tower, where ſhe declar d ſhe was married 
to Edward Seymour, Zar! of Hertford. 
Thes Match theQueen could by no means ap- 
prove of, he being ain to the Royal Blood; 
Jhe therefore ſent for Hertlord, — at that 
ame was in France, and he immediately re- 
turning, was gueſhon'd about the Marriage, 
and own'd it ; upon which he alſo was [ent to 
the Tower, but with /trift Orders that they 
ſhould not fee each other. Lady Katherine 
was deliver d in her Confinement, and Hert- 
ford found means to bribe lus Keepers, and 
the Lieutenant of the Tower, who permitted 
hum to met her, and he provd with Child 
again, pon this the Lieutenant and ſeveral 
others were fined and diſcharged, and the 
Earl was order d to be brought to lus Trial 
in the Star-Chamber, where he was accus'd 
of three Crimes: 1. That he had debauck'd 
a Virgin of the Blood Royal in the _— 
alace. 
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Palace. 2. That he had broken Priſon | in 
going fromthe Place of his Confinement to ſii 
Wife's Apartment in the Tower.] 3. That 
he had abuſed her a ſecond time. The Earl 
endeavour d to prove their Marriage, but 
could produce no Certificate; aſſerted that 
the Priſon-Doors through which he paſſed 
were open, &c. But notwith/tanding ths, he 
was find 5oool. upon eack Indiftment, and 
ſentenc d to nine Years [mpriſonment. Poor 
Lady Katherine continu'd many years in the 
Tower, where /he at laſt ard, ſending in 
her lateſt Hour to beg Pardon of the Queen 
for havmng contratted Marriage without her 
Knowledge, recommended her Children to her, 
and her Huſband's Diſcharge. The Dutcheſs's 
third Daughter, Lady Mary, threw herſelf 
away upon Keyes the Groom-Porter, and ſſie 
her ſelf at laſt married far beneath her Quali- 
ty ; whether to grattfy her own Inchination,or 
whether to put herſelf in ſuch a low State, 
as to be beneath Envy, is uncertain, but ſhe 
took to Huſband Adrian Stokes, a Gentle- 
man indeed, but one in very mean Circum- 
ftances; and at length, oppreſſed with Grief, 
far more than with any real Sickneſs, ſhe 
died in the fixth Year of Queen Elizabeth's 
Reign. 


Hen God had taken for our Sin, 


That prudent Prince King Edward away, 
Then bloody Bonner did begin 


His raging Malice to bewray : FR 
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All thoſe that did God's Word profeſs, 
He perſecuted more or leſs, 


Thus whilſt the Lord on us did lowre, 
Many in Priſon he did throw, 
Tormenting them in Zollard's Tower, 
Whereby they might the Truth forego: 
Then Cranmer, Ridley, and the reſt, 
Were burning in the Fire, that Chriſt profeſt. 


Smithfield was then with Faggots fill'd, 
And many Places more beſide, 
At Coventry was Saunders kill'd, 
At Worceſter eke good Hooper dy'd : 
And to eſcape this bloody Day, 
Beyond-ſea many fled away. 


Amongſt the reſt that ſought Relief, 

And for their Faith in Danger ſtood, 
Lady Elizabeth was chief; 

King Henrys Daughter, of Royal Blood, 
Which in the Zower Priſoner did lye, 
Looking each Day when ſhe ſhould die. 


The Dutcheſs of Sufo/k ſeeing this, 
Whoſe Life likewiſe the Tyrant ſought ; 
Who in the Hopes of Heavenly Bliſs, 
Within God's Word her Comfort wrought : 
For Fear of Death was forc'd to fly, 
And leave her Houſe moſt ſecretly. 


Thus for the Love of God alone, 
Her Land and Goods ſhe left behind ; 
Seeking ſtill for that precious Stone, 
The Word and Truth ſo rare to find: 
She with her Nurſe, Husband and Child, 
In poor Array their Sights beguil'd. 


Thus 
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Thus through Zondon they paſſed along, 
Each one did take a ſeveral Street, 
Thus all along eſcaping Wrong, 
At Billingſgate they all did meet, 
Like People poor in Grave/end-Barge, 
They ſimply went with all their Charge. 


And all along from Graveſend-Town, 
With Journeys ſhort on Foot they went, 
Unto the Sea-Coaſt came they down, 
To paſs the Seas was their Intent : 
And God provided ſo that Day, 
That they took Ship and ſail'd away. 


And with a proſperous Gale of Wind, 
In Handres they did arrive, 
This was to them great Eaſe of Mind, 
And from their Heart much Woe did drive : 
And ſo with Thanks to God on high, 
They took their way to Germany. 


Thus as they travell'd ſtill diſguis'd, 
Upon the Highway ſuddenly, 

By cruel Thieves they were ſurpriz d, 
Aſſailing their ſmall Company: 

And all their Treaſures and their Store, 

They took away, and beat them fore. 


The Nurſe, in midſt of all their Fight, 
Laid down their Child upon the Ground, 
She ran away out of their Sight, 
And never after that was found, 
Then did the Dutcheſs make great Moan, 
With her good Husband all alone. 


The Thieves had there their Horſes kill'd, 
And all their Money quite had took, 

The pretty Baby, almoſt ſpoil'd, 

- Was by their Nurſe alſo forſook. 

And they far from their Friends did ſtand, 

And ſuccourleſs in a ſtrange Land. 


& The 
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The Sky likewiſe began to ſcowl, 
It hail'd and rain'd in piteous ſort, 
The Way was long and wondrous foul, 
This may I now full well report, 
Their Grief and Sorrow was not ſmall, 
When this unhappy Chance did fall. 


Sometimes the Dutcheſs bore the Child, 
As wet as ever ſhe could be, 
And when the Lady kind and mild 
Was weary, then the Child bore he ; 
And thus they one another eas'd, 
And with their Fortunes ſeem'd well pleas'd. 


And after many a weary Step, 

All wet-ſhod both in Dirt and Mire, 
After much Grief, their Hearts yet leap ; 
For Labour doth ſome Reſt require : 

A Town before them they did ſee, 
But lodged there they could not be. 


From Houſe to Houſe then they did go, 
Seeking that Night where they might lie ; 
But want of Money was their Woe, 
And ſtill their Babe with Cold doth cry, 
With Cap and Knee they Courteſy make, 
But none of them would Pity take. 


Lo, here a Princeſs of great Blood, 
Doi pray a Peaſant for Relief, 
With Tears bedewed as ſhe flood, 
Vet few or none regard her Grief. 
Her Speech they could not under/land, 
But ſome gave Money in her Hand. 


When all in vain her Speeches ſpent, 

And that they could no Houſe-room get, 
Into a Church-Porch then they went, 

To ſtand out of the Rain and Wet : 
Then ſaid the Dutcheſs to her Dear, 
O that we hat ſome Fire here. 


Then 


We 
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Then did her Husband ſo provide, 

That Fire and Coals they got with Speed ; 
She ſat down by the Fire: ſide, 

To dreſs her Daughter that had need: 
And whilſt ſhe dreſs'd it m her Lap, 
Her Husband made the Infant Pap. 


Anon the Sexton thither came, 
Finding them there by the Fire ; 
The drunken Knave, all void of Shame, 
To drive them out was his Deſire; 
And ſpurned out the noble Dame, 
Her Husband's Wrath he did inſlame. 


And all in Fury as he ſtood, 

He wrung the Church-Keys out of his Hand, 
And ſtruck him ſo that all the Blood, 

His Head run down as he did ſtand, 
Wherefore the Sexton preſently 
For Aid and Help aloud did cry. 


Then came the Officers in haſte, a 
And took the Dutcheſs and her Child, 
And with her Husband thus they paſt, 
Like Lambs beſet with Tygers wild; 
And to the Governor were brought, 
Who underſtood them not in ought. 


Then Maſter Bertue brave and bold, 
In Zatin made a gallant Speech, 

Which all their Miſeries did unfold, - 
And their high Favour did beſeech : 

With that a Doctor ſitting by, 

Did know the Dutcheſs preſently. 


And thereupon ariſing ſtrait 
With Words abaſhed at this Sight, 
Unto them all that then did wait, 
He thus broke forth in Words aright ; 
Behold within your Sight (quoth he) 
A Princeſs of moſ{ high Degree. 
TS L. RE -: F With 
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With that the Governor and all the reſt, 
Were much amaz'd the ſame to hear, 
Who welcomed this new-come Gueſt, 
With Reverence great, and Princely Cheer : 
And afterwards convey'd they were, 
Unto their Friend Prince Cafiimere. 


A Son ſhe had in Germany, 

Peregrine Bertue call'd by Name, 
Sirnam'd the good Lord Willoughby, 

Of Courage great and worthy Fame : 
Her Daughter young that with her went, 
Was afterwards Counteſs of Xen. 


For when Queen Mary was deceas'd, 
The Dutcheſs home return'd again, 
Who was of Sorrow quite releas d, 
By Queen Zlizabeths happy Reign ; ; 
Whoſe goodly Life and Piety, 
We may praiſe continually. 
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XIII. A joyful Song of the deſerved 
Praiſes of good | xe Elizabeth, 
how Princely ſhe behaved herſelf at 
Tibury Camp in Eher, in Eighty- 
eight, when the Spanzards threatened 
the Invaſion of this Kingdom. 


i 
FS. 


To the Tune of Xing Henry's going to Bulloign. 


The War between England and Spain had ſe- 
veral Cauſes : The Spaniards were very zea- 
lous of Queen Elizabeth's Power, and dread- 
ed an fenſide Alliance between her and 
France; therefore to divert her Forces, the 
King of Spain, underhand, encouraged and 
al/i/ted the Rebels in Ireland, and the Queen 
3 Scots Party in Scotland. This Politics 
engaged him to do, Religion perſuaded as 
much, and the Pope excated him to do all he 
could for the Propagation of the Catholick 
Faith in the Britiſh Iles, and the Extir pa- 
tion of Hereſy (as they term'd it). On the 
other hand, the Queen took care to divert the 
Spaniſh Forces, by aſſiſting the Nether- 
F 2 landers, 
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landers, who had revolted from Spain. At 
this time the Kingdom of Portugal too fall- 
ing under the Dominion of Spain, and 
O. Elizabeth fearing the too great [ncreaſe 
of lis Power, ſhe, in the Pear 1585, openly 
took the Netherlanders under her Protection . 
upon which a War directly enſued, and the 
Spaniſh made mighty Preparations for con- 
guering England, and to that end, began to 
build a large Fleet, which by the Fear 88, 

was /o very bowerful, that they named it the 
Invincible Armada. Queen Elizabeth, 

on the other hand, prepar d a Fleet to oppoſe 
them, the Command of which was given to the 
Lord Howard of Effingham, and Sir John 
Drake was made Vice-Admiral. Land- 
Forces loo were raiſed, and encamped in ſe- 
veral Parts of the Kingdom; but the greateſt 
Camp was at Tilbury zn Eſſex, near the 
Mouth of the Thames, under the Command 
of the Lord Leiceſter, the Queens Favou- 
rite; it being thought the Spaniards agigu d 
to land thereabouts,and to march direttly for 
London, Tie Armada a? length jet ſail 
the 29th of May, con/e/ting of 130 Slips, 
on Board which were 19290 Soldiers, 8350 
Mariners, 2080 Galley-Slaves, and 2630 
Pieces of great Ordnance. Don Alphonſo 
Perez de Guſman, Dube of Medina Sido- 
nia, was con/tituted Admiral; and John 
Martinez de Recalde, an experiencd Sea- 
man, Vice-Admiral. At their firſt ſetting 


out 
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out they met a Storm, which diſper ſed them ; 
but they ſoon gather d together again, and on 
the 16th of July they entred the Britiſh 
Channel, and were the next Day diſcover d 
by the Engliſh Admiral, who ſaw them ſail- 
ing ready for Ballel, in Front hike a Half 
Moon, their Wings ſpreading out about ſeven 
Miles, and carrying in ther Ships lofty 
Turrets, like Caſtles. On the 21/4 ſome of 
the Ships engaged, but the Engliſh were far 
inferior in Number and Strength; yet had 
they by much the Advantage, their Ships being 
low, and when they had diſcharg'd a Broad- 
fade, would turn about, or ſheer off with the 
greateſt Agility. The Spaniſh Fleet was 
heavy, and Jo high built, that they ſhot over 
their Enemies. A fter a two Hours Fight, in 
which the Spaniſh receivd ſome con/ederable 
Damage, the Engliſh Admiral /ail'd back 
into the Haven, not caring for a general 
Engagement, forty of ſus Ships not being 
come tn to lus Aſſiſtance. The ſame Night 
there was a great Confuſton among /t the ho 
niards por a Ship's taking fire; in the Buſtle 
a large Galleonwasrun foul of, and her Fore- 
maſt ſprung; by which being left behand, /he 
fell mto Drake's Hauds, who found a great 
deal of Money on Board, and diſtributed it 
among/t his Men. Early on the 23d the 
Fight was renew'd, but with Confuſion and 
Various Succeſs. Their third Battel was on 
the 25th, when the Spaniſh Admiral was 
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miſerably ſhatter d, and loſt a great many of 

her Crew, and a Galleon of Portugal taken, 

and ſome others of their Fleet damaged. 

But the Engliſh Gentlemen and young No- 

bles hearing their repeated Fights, and eager 

to engage in the Service of ther Country, 

tured Ships and joined the Engliſh Fleet at 

the lime the Spaniards lay before Calais. 

But Queen Elizabeth thought of the pro- 

pere/t Means for diſper fing the Enemies, for 
/he ſent Orders to the Admiral to fill eight 
of hes worſt Ships with Pitch, Tar, Roſen, 

Brim/tone, and ſetting them on fire, to let 
them drive before the Wind in the Dead of 

the Night upon the Spaniſh Fleet. This 

was accordingly done, and the Spaniards, in 

the greateſt Confuſton, cut their Cables. A 
large Galleon, with a good Quantity of 
Gold, broke her Rudder in the Hurry, and 
was the next Day taken, after a deſperate 

Faght, in which the Captain and all the Men 

beriſi d. The Spaniards rendezvous'd over- 
again// Graveling, but here Drake plyd 

them /o briſkly with his Cannon, that two 
large Galleons, the St. Philip and the 
Sf. Matthew were taken, and the whole Fleet 
put mto the utmolt Diſtre/s. The Spaniards 
by thas time were tired of the Expedition, 
and as well as they could, got vid of the Eng- 
liſh, having ſpent their Proviſions, and all 
therr. great Shot to no manner of purpoſe ; 
and all thetr Shaps being ſo torn and /hatte'd, 
that 
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that few of them were capable of engaging 
again. ' Twas the laſt Day of July they Je, 
/o that in one Months time was defeated that | 
great Armada which had been three whole 
Vears preparing, at vaſt Expence. There | ; 
was A very great Slaughter among /t the Spa- =. 
niards, du the Engliſh 40% but 7 Men. 
The King of Spain bore the Defeat with 
wonder ful Patience, and publickly return'd 
Thanks that it was no greater. Mean white, 
Queen Elizabeth encourag'd her Officers, by l 
receiving them with all poſſible Marks of 
Eſteem : They were rewarded, as were the 
Sailors too, and thoſe who were diſabled in 
the Fight provided for. At this time too it 
was that the Queen mifited the Camp at Til- 
bury, and rode through all the Troops ſome- 
times with a martial Air; ſometimes in a 
manner more ſuitable to her Sex ; and the 
Writers of that Age tell us, lis incredible 1 
what a Spirit of Bravery ſhe infusd into the | | 
Officers and Soldiers, by her Preſence and Di- | 
rection. I need not obſerve to my Readers 4 
that this Song was writtenduring the Reign of | 4 
King James I. | 


Sing a noble Princeſs, | 
England's late commanding Miſtreſs, :Z 
King Zenry's Daughter, fair Z/i2abeth : on 
She was ſuch a Maiden Queen, | 
As the like ne'er was ſeen, 


Of any Woman-kind upon the Earth. 
F 4 Her 
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Her Name in golden Numbers 
May written be with Wonders, 
That liv'd belov'd Four and. forty Years : 
And had the Gifts of Nature all 
That to a Princeſs might befall, 
As by her noble Vertues well appears. 


With Majeſty admir'd, 
Her Subjects ſhe requir'd, 
That Love for Love might equally be ſhown ; 
Preferring more a publick Peace, 
Than any private Man's Increaſe, 
That quietly we ſtill may keep our own. 


When Embaſſies did come, 
From any Prince in Chri/tendom, 
Her Entertainment was ſo Princely ſweet : 
She likewiſe knew what did belong 
To every Language, Speech and Tongue, 
Where Grace and Vertue did together meet. 


No Princeſs more could meaſure, 
Her well beſeeming Pleaſure, 
In open Court among her Ladies fair : 
For Muſick, and for portly Gate, 
The World afforded not her Mate : 
So excellent her Carriage was and rare: 


Kingly States oppreſſed, 
And ſuch as were diſtreſſed, 
With Means and Money daily ſhe reliev'd. 
As Law of Nations did her bind, 
To Strangers ſhe was ever kind ; 
And ſuch as with Calamities were griev'd. 


And when into this Kingdom, 
Bloody Wars did threatning come, 

Her Highneſs would be ready with Good-will, 
As it in Eighty-eight was ſeen : | ) 
When as this thrice renowned Queen, 

Gave noble Courage to her Soldier's ſtill. 


This 
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This more than worthy Woman, 
Like to a noble Amazon, 
In Silver-plated Armour bravely went 
Unto her Camp at 7ilbury, 
With many Knights of Chivalry, 
Couragiouſly her Army to content. 


But being there arrived, 
With noble Heart ſhe ſtrived, 
To give them all what they deſir d to have: 
A lovely Grace and Countenance, 
Smiling with Perſeverance, 
To whom ſo ſweet a Countenance ſhe gave. 


Upon the Drum-head ſitting, 
As it was well befitting, 
For ſuch a Royal Princeſs thus to ſpeak : 
A Soldier I will hve and die, 
Fear ſhall never make me fly, 
Nor any Danger leave to undertake. 


With that amidſt the Battel 
The Musketeers did rattle 
A Peal of Powder flaming all in Fire; 
The Cannons they did loudly play, 
To pleaſe her Majeſty that Day, 
Which ſhe in Heart did lovingly defire. 


Her Highneſs thus delighted, 
She royally requited 
The noble Captains and the Soldiers all ; 
For Golden Angels flew amain, 
Round about the warlike Train, 
Each one rewarded was both great and ſmall. 


With that in noble Manner, 
To England”s Fame and Honour, 
The thund'ring Shot began to play again; 
And for this Royal Princeſs ſake, 
Rattling made the Ground to ſhake, 
In ſpite of all their Enemies of Spain. 
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The more to be commended, 


She graciouſly befriended 


Full many a worthy Gentleman that Day, 
By Knighting them in noble ſort, 
As it had been in Zng/and's Court, 

Such gallant Graces had ſhe every way. 


So freely, kind and loving, 
She was by her approving, 
To Rich and Poor that came unto her Grace ; 
Not any one but found her ſtill 
A Friend to Good, a Foe to Ill, 
And every Vertue ſweetly would embrace. 


But now in Heaven's high Palace, 
She hves in Joy and Solace, 
Committing all her Cs unto the King: 
Of whoſe admired Majeſty, 
Ruling us ſo quietly, 
Rejoicingly we Subjects all do ſing. 


VIX. A 


XIV. A lamentable Ditty on the 
Death of Robert Devereux, Earl of 
Efjex, who was beheaded in the 
Tower of London on A/k-Wedne/day, 
1607. 


To the Tune of Well a-day. 


Thes unhappy Nobleman ſeems to owe hes Fate 
to Nature, who had given him a rough and 
empatient Temper. He was indeed every way 
gualifyd for a Soldier, but the moſt unfit 
Man in the World for a Courtier. When 
tus Father died in Ireland, he left this Youth 
behind him, who was very young, and who 

fearce ſeems to be taken Notue of till the 
Fear 1589, a Twelvemonth after the De- 

ſtrutton of the Armada; at which tame he 
tured ſome Ships and bore Drake Company in 
an Expedition he was going upon. Inu g1 he 
began to grow into Favour, and he was that 
Year ſent to the Alfeſtance of the King of 
France, with ſome Forces under his Com- 
mand. I cannot forbear obſerving (though 
it be not to my Purpoſe) how ill-grounded we 
et. 
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the ſeveral Afperſtons on the Queen, in rela- 
tron to this Man; for he was never taken ; 
particular Notice of at Court till the Queen | 
was turn'd of Fifty-ſeven ; at which time Eſ- | 
ſex was about 7wenty-five. Some time he 
fervd in France, and got himſelf Fame, in- 
fomuch that in 97 he was ſent Admiral of 
an Expedition into America. Eſſex found 
humſelf high in the Queen's Favour, and 
grew /o inſolent upon it, as often to con- 
tradict her; but this never ſo arrogantly as 
in the Vear g8, when the Queen conſulted 
with three or four Counſellors about ſending 
a Super-intendant of the Affairs of Ireland 
into that Kingdom: The Queenhad Thoughts 
of Str William Knowles, Uncle to Eflex ; 
but he as ſtrenuouſly ſtood uþ for Sir George 
Carew; which when the Queen, after a long 
Diſpute, abſolutely refuſed to comply with, 
he, in a very contemptuous Manner, turn'd 
has Back uponher ; which ſhe as hetnouſly re- 
fenting, /tarted up in a Paſſion, and hitting 
him a Box o the Ear, bid him go hang 
humſelf. The Earl, molently tranſported, 
laid is Hand upon his Sword ; 1 Gul the other's 
enter poſing, it went no further. Eſſex with- 
arew from Court, but upon Submiſſion, was 
again receiv d into Favour : however, he was 
not ſo haghty eſteemed as before ; and this 
Quarrel bred a great deal of 111 Blood on 
both Sides, The Rebellion in Ireland grow- 
ing to a greater Head and the Lord Deputy 
ber ug 
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being dead, divers were propos'd to be ſent 
there; but Eſſex, who had Amoition, hinted 
he ſhould be glad of that Command : his 
Friends ſeconded has Wiſhes, and his Enemies 
at Court made Intereſt to get him that Poſt, 
thinking it was ſending him to certain De- 
ftrutftton; nor were they decerved, Eſſex 
marched with a lange Army, and an unlumit- 
ed general Commiſſion; but his private Ju- 
[truttions weretoappointcertain Perſons Lea- 
aers of the Army under him, and to march 
againſt Tir-Owen, the moſt formidable of the 
Rebels: But he, directly contrary to theſe 
Inſtruttions, appointed the Earl of Southam- 
pton General of the Army, and ſpent the 
whole Summer in purſuing ſome Nebels of 
little Note. This obliged the Queen to ſend 
him ſome very ſharp Letters,whach he hughty 
reſented. A t length he marched againſt Tir- 
Owen, ut inſtead of coming to a Battel, he 
held a private Pariey with that —_ and 
concluded a Truce with him for eehs, 
renewable at the end of that time for fix 
Weeks more, and ſo on. But finding his Con- 
duct diſli ed in England, he haſten d thither, 
leaving Ireland without Orders; upon which 
he was put into Cuſtody at the Lord Keeper's 


Houſe. But after Six Months Confinement, 


he was ſuffer d with an Officer to go home to 
tus own Houſe; and the abel to proceed 
as mildly as poſſible againſt him, would not 
ſuffer him to be tmpeach'd in the Star-Cham- 
ber, 
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ber, 4% they ſhould accuſe him of High- 
2 reaſon, or fine him con/ederably ; but ap- 
pornted a felef? Commiſſion to try him at the 
Lord Keeper's; wheve, after a long Hearing, 
they determin'd he fhould loſe has Places, and 
remain in Confinement during the Queen's 
Pleaſure. Had his Behamour after this an- 
fwer d the Milaneſs with which hewas treated, 
he might again have been reſtor d to Favour ; 
but he was too hot-headed, and thoſe about 
uam gave him very ut Counſel. Among /? 
other Favours conferr'd upon him, he had 

the Farm of the Wines at a very eaſy rate, 
but the Grant being almoſt expired, he ſued 
to have it rene * the Queen not caring 

to grant it too eafily, ſent him but a rough 

Anſwer, and /till refuſed to ſee him. Upon 
thes his Counſellors told him, that the Mini- 
ſters were has great Enemies, and ſince he 
could not by fair Means, he ought to remove 
them by Force: And he was raſh enough to 
form a Defſegn of ſeizing upon the Palace, 
and in it the Queen and her Counſel; as alſo 
upon the Tower and the City of London; 
but being ſuſpetted, he was ſummon'd before 
the Council, and refuſed to appear, under a 
Pretence of Indiſpofition ; but finding his 
Meaſures entirely broken, he ſent for all his 
Friends about him. Hereupon, the 8th of 
February, 1600, being Sunday, betimes in 
the Morning, he had got ſome Noblemen, 
and about Three hundred Gentlemen with 
hum. 


L 

him. The News of this being brought to 
the Queen, /he ſent the Lord Keeper, with 
three more of the Council, to learn the Mean- 
ing of ſo tumultuous a Convention; but in- 
ſtead of anſwering them, he put them mito 
Cuftody, tall he could go into the City, expett- 
ing every Body there would rife for hum. 
But in this he was entirely deceiv d, not a 
Man taking uþ Arms. — white, he was, 
proclaimed a Traytor, and a Party of the 
Queen's meeting lum near St. Paul's, there 
was aShirmiſh,in which ſome feꝛu ꝛuere il d, 
and Eſſex was oblig d to get back Home by 
Water, and he began to fortify his Houſe, 
butinvain: Thegreat Oranance was brought 
againſt him, and after a ſhort Defence, in 
which ſome were kill'd, he was obhg d to ſur- 
render, and on the 19th was brought to his 
Trial, with Southampton, before his Peers, 
impeached of High Treaſon, convicted and 
wars. The p was ſaved, but Eſſex 
on the 25th (Aſh-Wedneſday) was privalely 


executed in the Tower. This, and the Life 


of Southampton, being the only Favours he 


could ask of the Queen, who bias thought 


might eaſily have been prevail d upon to ſave 
has Life, conſadering his natural Raſhneſs and 
hs Age, he being then but in his 34th Year. 


Both the following Songs were written the 


ſame Year, and as well for their Antiquity, 
as for their S tory, juſtly claim a Place here. 


Sweet 
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Weet England's Prize is gone, 
Welladay, Welladay, 
Which makes her ſigh and groan 

Evermore ſill ; 
He did her Fame advance, 

In Treland, Spain, and France, 
And by a ſad Miſchance 

Is from us ta'en. 


He was a vertuous Peer, 
Welladay, &c. 
And was eſteemed dear, 
Evermore /Ull. 
He always lov'd the Poor, 
Whick makes 'em ſigh full ſore, 
His Death they did deplore 
In every Place. 


Brave Honour grac'd him full, 
Gallantly, gallantly ; 

He neer did Deed of III, 
Well it is known : 

But Envy, that foul Fiend, 

Whoſe Malice ne'er doth end, 

Hath thus brought Vertue's Friend 
Unto this Thrall. 


At Tilt he did ſurpaſs, 
Gallantly, &c. 

All Men that is and was, 
Evermore flill. 

One Day as it was ſeen, 

In Honour of the Queen, 

Such Deeds have ſeldom been, 
As he did do, 


Abroad and eke at Home, 
Gallantly, &c. 

For Valour there was none, 
Like him before : 


I 


For 
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For 1reland, France and Spain, 

Still fear'd great Zfex's Name, 

But England lov'd the ſame, 
In every Place. 


But all would not avail, 
Welladay, Welladay ; 
His Deeds did not prevail, 

More was the Pity : 
He was condemn'd to die, 
For Treaſon certainly, 
But God that ſits on high, 
Knoweth all Things. 


That Sunday in the Morn, 
Welladay, &c. 
That he to the City came, 
With all his Troops ; 
Did firſt begin the Strife, 
And caus'd his Loſs of Life, 
And others did the like, 
As well as he. N 


Vet her Princely Majeſty, 
Gracioufly, graciouſly, 
Hath Pardon given free 
To many of them ; 
She hath releas'd them quite, 
And given them their Right : 
They did pray Day and Night 
God to defend her. 


Shrove- Tueſday in the Night, 
Welladay, &c. 

With a heavy-hearted Spight, 
As it is ſaid 

The Lieutenant of the Toer, 

Who kept him in his Power, 

At Ten a-Clock that Hour, 


To him did come, 
And 
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And ſaid unto him there, 
Mournfully, &c. 
My Lord you muſt prepare, 
To die To-morrow. 
God's Will be done, quoth he, 
Yet ſhall you ſtrangely ſee, 
God ſtrong in me to be, 
Tho” I am weak. 


I pray you pray for me, 
Welladay, &c. 
That God may ſtrengthen me 
Againſt that Hour. 
Then ſtraightway he did call 
To the Guard under the Wall, 
And did intreat them all 
For him to pray ; 


For To-morrow is the Day, 
Welladay, &c. 

That I a Debt muſt pay, 
Which I do owe ; 

It is my Life I mean, 

Which I muſt pay the Queen, 

Even ſo hath Juſtice given, 
That I muſt die. 


In the Morning wasche brought, 
Welladay, &c. 

Where the Scaffold was ſet up, 
Within the Zower, 

Many Lords were preſent then, 

With other Gentlemen, 

Which were appointed then, 
To ſee him die. 


You noble Lords, quoth he, 
Welladay, &c. 

That muſt the Witneſs be, 
Of this my Dream: 


Know 
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Know I ne'er lov'd Papiſtry, 

But ſtill did it defy, 

And thus doth Z#fex die, 
Here in this Place. 


I have a Sinner been, 
Welladay, &c. 

Yet never wrong'd my (Queen, 
In all my Life; 

My God I did offend, 

Which gneves me at my End: 

May all the reſt amend, 
I them forgive. 


To the State I ne'er meant ill, 
Welladay, &c. A 
Neither wiſh'd the Commons ill 
In all my Life: 
But lov'd with all my Heart, 
And always took their part, 
Whene'er they were deſert, 
In any Place. 


Then mildly did he crave, 
Mournfully, c. 

He might the Favour have, 
Private to pray. 

He then pray'd heartily, 

And with great Fervency, 

To God that fits on high, 
For to receive him, 


And then he pray'd again, 
Mournfully, &c. 

God to preſerve his Queen 
From all her Foes, 

And ſend her long to reign, 

True Juſtice to maintain, 

And not to let proud Spain 
Once to offend her. | 
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His Gown he ſtript off then, 
Welladay, &c. 
And put off his Hat and Band, 
And hung them by, 
Praying ſtill continually, 
To God that ſits on high, 
That he might patiently 
There ſuffer Death. - 


My Headſman that muſt be, 
Then ſaid he chearfully, 

Let him come here to me, 
That I may ſee him. 

Who kneeled to him then ; . 

Art thou, quoth he, the Man 

Who art appointed now, 
My Life to free! 


Yes, my Lord, he did ſay, 
Welladay, &c. 

Forgive me, I you pray, 
For this your Death : 


I here do thee forgive 


And may true Juſtice live, 
No foul Crimes to forgive, 
Within this Place : 


Then he kneeld down again, 
Welladay, &c. 

And was requir'd by ſome, 
There ſtanding by, 

To forgive his Enemies, 

Before Death clos d his Eyes, 

Which he did in hearty-wiſe, 
Thanking them for't. 


That they would remember him, 
Welladay, &c. 
That he would forgive all them 
That had him wrong'd : 
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Now I take my leave, 
Sweet Chriſt my Soul receive, 
Now when you will prepare, 

I am ready : 


He laid his Head on the Block, 


Welladay, &c. 

But his Doublet lett the Stroke, 
Some there did ſay: 

What muſt be done, quoth he, 

Shall be done preſently ; 

Then his Doublet off put he, 
And laid down again : 


The Headſman did his Part, 
Cruelly, cruelly, 

He was not ſeen to ſtart, 
For all the Blows : 

His Soul is now at reſt, 

In Heaven among the Bleſs'd, 

Where God ſend us to reſt, 
When it ſhall pleaſe him. 


XV. A 
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XV. A lamentable Ballad on the Earl 
of E/jexr's Death. 


To the Tune of Zyex's Laſt Good-night. 


A L L you that cry O Hone, O Hone, 
0 


Come now and ſing O Hone with me, 
r why our Jewel is from us gone, 
The valiant Knight of Chivalry: 
Of Rich and Poor belov'd was he, 
In time an honourable Knight, 
When by our Laws condemn'd to die, 
He lately took his laſt Good-night. 


Count him not like to Champion, 
Thoſe traiterous Men of Babington, 
Nor like the Earl of We/tmoreland, 
By whom a Number were undone : 
He never yet hurt Mother's Son, 
His Quarrel ſtill maintains the Right, 
With the Tears my Face down run, 
When I think on his laſt Good-night. 


The Portugals can Witneſs be, 


His Dagger at Lisbon Gate he flung, 
And like a Knight of Chivalry, 


His Chain upon the Gate he hung ; 


I would 
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I would to God that he would come, 
To ſetch them back in order right, 
Which thing was by his Honour done, 
Vet lately took his lat Good-night. 


The French. men they can teſtify, 
The Town of Gourney he took in, 
And march'd to Rome immediately, 
Not caring for his Foes a Pin: 
With Bullets then he pierc'd his Skin, 
And made them fly from his Sight : 
He there that time did Credit win, 
And now hath tuen his laſi Good-night. 


And ſtately Cates can Witneſs be, 
Even by his Proclamation right, 
And did command them all ſtraitly, 
To have a care of Infants Lives, 
And that none ſhould hurt Man or Wife, 
Which was againſt their Right : 
Therefore they pray'd for his long Life, 
Which lately took his lafi Good-night. 


Wou'd God he ne'er had 7re/and known, 
Nor ſet one Foot on Handers Ground, 
Then might we well enjoy'd our own, 
Where now our Jewel will not be found, 
Which makes our Eyes ſtill abound ; * 
Trickling with ſalt Tears in our Sight, 
To hear his Name in our Ears to ſound, 
Lord Devereux took his laſt Good-night. 


Af. Wedneſday, that diſmal Day, 


When he came forth his Chamber-Door ; 


Upon a Scaffold there he ſaw 
His Headſman landing him before: 

The Nobles all they did deplore, 
Shedding ſalt Tears in his ſight, 

He ſaid farewel to Rich and Poor, 
At his Good-morrow and Good-night. 
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My Lords, ſaid he, you ſtand but by, 
To ſee Performance of the Law ; 
Tis I that have deſerv'd to die, 
And yield my ſelf unto the Blow ; 
I have deferv'd to die I know, 
But ne'er againſt my Country's Right, 
Nor to my Queen was ever Foe, 
Upon my Death at my Good-night. 


Farewel Z/:zabeth, my gracious Queen, 
God bleſs thee, with thy Council all ; 
Farewel my Knights of Chivalry, 
Farewel my Soldiers ſtout and tall : 
Farewel the Commons great and ſmall, 
Into the Hands of Men I light, 
My Life ſhall make amends for all, 
For Efjex bids the World Good-night. 


Farewel dear Wife, and Children three, 


Farewel my kind and tender Son ; 
Comfort your ſelves, mourn not for me, 
Altho' your Fall be now begun : 
My time 1s come, my Glaſs 1s run, 
Comfort your ſelf in former Light, 
Seeing by my Fall you are undone, 
Vour Father bids the World Good-night. 


Derick, thou know'ſt at Cates I favd 
Thy Life, loſt for a Rape there done, 
As thou thy ſelf can'ſt teſtify, 
Thine own Hand Three and twenty hung; 
But now thou ſee'ſt my ſelf is come, 
By Chance into thy Hands I light, 
Strike out thy Blow, that I may know, 
Thou Eſſex lord at his Good-night. 


When £Zngland counted me a Papiſt, 
The Works of Papiſts I defy, 


I ne'er worſhipp'd Saint nor Angel in Heav'n, 


Nor the Virgin Mary, I; 


But 
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But to Chriſt, which for my Sins did die, 
Trickling with ſalt Tears in his ſight, 

Spreading my Arms to God on high, 
Lord Feſus recerve my Soul this Night. 
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XVII. The Life and Death of Queen 
ELIZABETH. 


To the Tune of, Ie Ladies Fall. 


— 


Having enter d upon ſome of the moſt re- 
markable Actious of this great Princeſs, we 
now come to a general Ballad on her Life 
and Death. But I cannot pretend to give any 
Detail of it, for her Reign was ſo long, 
and there are ſo many great and glorious Oc- 
currences in it, that a bare Catalogue of 
them would be ſufficient to fill up my whole 
Volume. When /he came to the Throne ſſie 
was about Twenty-frve Years of A ge, and her 
People hoped ſhe would marry, and leave a 


7 of Monarchs ; but ſhe diſappointed 


hem, though no Woman had better Offers 
made her. In the firſt Year of her Reign 
King Philip, her late Siſter's FHusband, 
fought her in Marriage, but ſhe found Pre- 
tences to put himoff,as ſhe did all her Lovers; 
for ſhe never gave any of them an abſolute 
Denial. Afterwards Charles Duke of Au- 
ſtria, Erick King of Sweden, Henry Ear! 


of 


— 
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of Arundel, and Robert Dudley, ſa younger 
Son of the late Duke of Northumberland, 
who was beheaded, and who was ſo muck in 
Favour, that he was afterwards created Earl 
of Leiceſter, and held ſeveral important 
Offices) all enter d the Liſts at once; but 
the Man who did faireſt for her ſome lame 
after, was the Duke of Anjou, who twice 
came over to England, and was extremely 
well recersd ; and once the Queen went ſo 
far, as to take a Ring off her Finger, and 
grvehim; but ſhe found Means to put himoff 
too. One of her Reaſons was, /he could not 
brook a Rival or Partner in the ſupreme 
Power. Another was the Religion of thoſe 
among ſt her Lovers ſhe probably might have 
thought it moſt her {[ntereſt to take; for 
'twas with Difficulty ſhehadaboh/h'dtheRo- 
man Wor/hup, which her Siſter Mary had 
again introduced in England ; and planted 
the Proteſtant Religion, which ſhe very well 
fnewaCatholick Husbandwouldendeavourto 
deſtroy. And this Zeal of the Queen's for 
the Proteſtant Cauſeoften puther Lie in the 
utmoſt Danger ; for Pope Pius V. thunder d 
out a Bull of Excommunmcation, in which 
he declar d that ſhe had for feited her Title 
to the Crown, and abſolvd her Subjetts of 
therr Oath of A lleguance. Embolden d by 
this, many of the Papuſts plotted againſt her 
Life, and ſcarce ever a Year paſt, but ſeve- 
ral C onſprracues weredtſcover , ſowntchful 
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was Promaence of this great Queen, ſeeming 
to reſerve her for the he glorious Works, 
For beſides domeſtick Troubles, the Rebels in 


Ireland were always in Arnis, the Scotch 


were reſtleſs and troubleſome, the Spaniards 


her declar d Enemies, and the Roman Ca- 
tholicks every where her ſecret ones ; yet did 
lie live to quiet her own Subjedts, to ſubdue 
the Iriſh, to model the Scotch Government, 
and ſee the Proteſtant Neligion ſettled there ; 
to defeat the Pride of Spain, aud give 5 
N avy ſuch dreadful Shocks, that they nev 
will recover themſelves ; and, [pite o all 
Oppoſetion, ſhe propagated the Reformation 
among ſt the Netherlanders, whom /he took 
under her immediate Prolectiou: And 'tisin 
thts Action, giving Audience to thetr Depu- 
tres, that ] have choſen to have her repre- 
ſented. The Death of Mary Queen of Scots, 
the Crime which her Enemies lay to her 
Charge, /he was in no wiſe guilty of. As 
this Princeſs had taken the Arms of Eng- 
land, and done ſeveral other things in Oppo- 
feitton to Queen Elizabeth, Me certainly did 
not love her ; but hedetained her in Priſon,as 
well to prevent what the Papnſts might under - 
take for her in England, as to give the Pro- 
teſtants time to ſtrengthen themſelves inScot- 
land: Andwhen Queen Mary ad enter diuto 
aConſpiracywithſomeCatholicks,ſhegranted 
a Comm ſſion for her Trial,on pur poſe tode- 


ter her from ſuch Pratt ces for the future ; 
but 
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but the Dead Warrant was ſigned not only 
without her Knowledge, but directly againſt 
her Intentions ; and one Oueen was execu- 
ted before the other heard of ſuch a Deſegn. 
But J ſhall grow too particularand tedious. 
Queen Elizabeth having reigned Forty-four 
Fears and four Months; and being enter d 
?nto the Seventieth Year of her A ge, fell ill 
aud died, having named King James VI. 
of Scotland, Son to Queen Mary, her Suc- 
ceſſor. 


N Zngland reigned once a King, 
Eighth Henry call'd by Name, 
Which made fair Anne of Bullen Queen 

Of England in great Fame : 

Who brought unto this Country Joy, 
And to her King Delight ; 

A Daughter that in England made 
God's Goſpel ſhine moſt bright. 


At Greenwich was the Princeſs born, 


That gallant Place in Xe, 

A Houſe belov'd of Kings and Queens ; 
A Houſe of ſweet Content. 

Een in her Childhood ſhe began, 

So ſtor'd with heav'nly Grace, 

That all Eſtates both high and low, 
Her Vertues did embrace. 


None like E/:zabeth was found, 


In Learning ſo divine, 
She had the perfect skilful Art, 
Of all the Muſes nine : 


In Latin, Greek and Hebrew ſhe 


Moſt excellent was known, 
G 3 To 
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To foreign Kings Ambaſſadors, 
The ſame was daily ſhown. 


Th' 7tatian, French, and Spaniſh Tongue, 
She well could ſpeak or read, 
The Zurkifa and Arabian Speech, 
Grew perfect at her Need. 
The Muſick made her wonderful, 
So cunning therein found, 
The Fame whereof about the World, 
In Princes Ears did ſound. 


Yet when her Royal Parents Lives 
By Death were ta'en away, 
And her dear Brother #dward turn'd 
- To Clods of Earth and Clay. 
Her cruel Siſter Mary ſought 
Her laſting Grief and Woe, 
Regarding not the Gifts which God 
Upon her did beſtow. 


A bloody Reign Queen Mary liv'd, 
A Papiſt in Belief, 
Which was unto Z/:zabeth 
A great Heart-breaking Grief. 
A faithful Proteſtant ſhe was, 
At which Queen Mary ſpighted, 
And in Zizabeth's Miſhaps 
She daily much delighted. 


Poor Maiden, by the Biſhops Wills, 
In Priſon ſhe was put, 

And from her Friends and Comforters, 
In cruel manner ſhut. 

Much hoping ſhe would turn in time, 
And her true Faith forſake : 

But firm ſhe was, and patiently 
Did all theſe Troubles take. 


Her 


E232 
Her Siſter forthwith did command 
Her Diet to be ſmall, 
Her Servants likewiſe very few, 
Yea almoſt none at all : 
And alſo would have ta'en her Life, 
But that King Philip ſaid, 
O Queen, thy Country will report, 
Thou haſt the Tyger plaid. 


The Lord thus put the King in mind 
His choſen Saint to ſave, 

And alſo to Queen Mary's Life 
A ſudden ending gave : 

And ſo Elizabeth was fetch'd 
From Pnſon to a Crown, 

Which ſhe full Four and forty Years, 
Poſſeſs'd with great Renown. 


She Popery firſt of all ſuppreſs'd, 
And in our Eugliſi Tongue, 

Did cauſe God's Bible to be read ; 
Which Heaven continue long ! 

Pure Preaching likewiſe ſhe ordain' d, 
With Plenty in this Land, 

And ſtill againſt the Foes thereof, 
Moſt zealouſly did ſtand. 


The Pride of Rome this Queen abates, 
And ſpightful Spain keeps under, 

And ſuccour'd much Low Country States, 
Whereat the World did wonder, 

That ſuch a worthy Queen as ſhe, 
Should work ſuch worthy things, 

And bring more Honour to this Land, 
Than all our former Kings. 


The Gold till brought from Span; Mines, 
In ſpight of all our Foes 

Throughout all Parts of Chriſtendom, 
Her brave Adventure ſhows : 
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Her Battels fought upon the Seas, 
Reſounded up to Heaven, 

Which to advance her Fame and Praiſe, 
Had Victory ſtill given. 


The SSaniſi Power in Eighty-eight, 
Which thirſted for her Blood, 
Moſt nobly, like an Amazon, 
Their Purpoſes withſtood ; 
And boldly in her Royal Camp, 
In Perſon ſhe was ſeen : 
The like was never done I think,), 


By any Engliſi Queen. 


Full many a Traytor ſince that time, 
She hath confounded quite, 
And not the bloodieſt Mind of all 
Her Courage could affright: 
For Mercy join'd with Majeſty 
Still made her Foes her Friends, 
By pardoning many which deſerv'd 
To have untimely Ends. 


Tyrone, with all his ii Rout 
Of Rebels in that Land, 


Though ne'r ſo deſperate, bold and ſtout, 


Yet fear'd her great Command. 

She made them quake and tremble ſore 
But for to hear her Name : 

She planted Peace in that fair Land, 
And did their Wildneſs tame. 


Tho' Wars ſhe kept with Dangers great, 
In Ireland, France, and Spain; 

Vet her true Subjects ſtill at home, 
In Safety did remain: 

They joy'd to ſee her Princely Face, 
And would in Numbers run 

To meet her Royal Majeſty, 
More thick than Moats in Sun. 


But 
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But Time that brings all Things to end, 

A ſwift Foot-courſe did run : 
And of this Royal Maiden Queen, 

A woful Conqueſt won. f 
Her Death brought Fear upon the Land, 

No Words but Tales of Woe 
In Subjects Ears reſounded then, 

Where-ever Men did go. 


But Fear exchang'd to preſent Joys, 
Sweet Comforts loud did ring, 
Inſtead of Queen, the People cry'd, 
Long live our Royal King : 
Which Name of King did ſeem moſt ſtrange : 
And made us for to muſe ; 
Becauſe full many a Year the Name 
Of King we did not uſe. 


Yet ſuch a noble King is he, 
And ſo maintains our Peace, 
That we in that may daily wiſh 
His Life may never ceaſe. 
Our hopeful and moſt Royal Prince, 
Good Angels ſtill defend, 
This is my Muſe's chief Deſire, 
Her Melody to end. 
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A ſhort and ſweet Sonnet made by one 
of the Maids of Honour, upon the 
death of Q. Etzabeth, which ſhe 
ſewed upon a Sampler of Red Silk. 


The Tune is, Phillida flouts me. 


— 


One is Elizabeth, 
whom we have lov'd ſo dear, 

She our kind Miſtreſs was, 

full Four and forty year. 
England ſhe govern'd well, 

not to be blamed, 
#landers ſhe govern'd well, 

and Ireland famed. 
France ſhe befriended, 

Spain ſhe had toiled, 
Papiſts rejected, 

and the Pope ſpoiled. 
To Princes powerful, 

to the World vertuous, 
To her Foes merciful, 

To Subjects gracious. 
Her Soul is in Heaven, 

The World keeps her Glory ; 
Subjects her good Deeds, 

and ſo ends my Story. 


An 


XVIII. An excellent Song made of the 
Succeſſors of King Edward the IVth. 


To the Tune of O Man in Deſperation. 


TheAuthor of the following Song,wwhowroteim 
the time of King James I. had no other 
View but to ſhew us that Monarch's Title 
to the Crown, by his Deſcent from the united 
Families of York and Lancaſter, tho he 
has not done it in the moſt clear manner he 
might. As have in the Three Vol. often ſpoke 
of the Dinifrons of theſe two Houſes, and 
more than once of the Union, I think I ought 
not to conclude my whole Collection without 
taking notice of the firſt Riſe of this Quar- 
rel, and the Fuſtice of the ſeveral Claims. 
To do this, we muſt look back to King Ed- 
ward the zd, who had ſeven Sons : Edward 
commonly called the Black Prince, dy d in 
luis Father's Li fe-time, and left one Son be- 
hind him who inherited the Crown, this was 
Richard the 24, who was afterwards depos d. 
King Edward's ſecond Son William died 
without [//ue. Of Lionel the third Son 7 


ſhall 


1321 
/aallrather chuſe to ſpeak anon. The Fourth 
Son was John of Gaunt, Duke of Lanca- 
ſter, Father of Henry Duke of Hereford, 
who having been band by King Richard 
the ſecond, as before related, returned at a 
conventent time into England, and made 
humſelf Maſter of the Kingdom and Crown 
by depo/ing this Richard; and the latter dying 
without I ue, Henry could have no Compe- 
titor's but the Off-ſpring of Lionel, his Fa- 
ther's Elder Brother, who were not at that 
time in a Condition to give him the leaſt Un- 
eaſineſs. The Fifth Son of the great Edward 
was Edmund Duke of York; the other 
Two are foragn of my purpoſe. 

To return to Lionel the Third Son of 
Edward, he left but one Daughter named 
Philippa, who marry'd Edmund Mortimer, 
Earl of March, and had Iſue two Sons 
and two Daughters, but both the former 
and one of the latter died without 1/Jue. 
Anne, the ſole Heireſs of that Houſe was 
Married to Richard, Earl of Cambridge, 
Son of Edmund Duke of York, Fi/th Son 
of thas Edward, by whom he had Richard 
Duke of York, Father to Edward Earl of 
March, In ſpiglit of this prior Claim the 
Lancaſtrian Family ſcemd very guietly 
ſeated in the Throne. Henry IV. had de- 
[troyd all his Enemies. Henry V. to di- 
vert the reſtleſs Engliſh, and to make him- 

| ſelf belovd, carry d his Arms into France, 
5 and made a Conqueſt of that Kingdom ; but 
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leaving his Son an 1nfant, that Congugſt was 
ſoon loſt; and this Prince wanting his Fa- 
ther's Courage when he grew up, aud inſtead 
of the prudent and wholeſome Counſels of his 
Jucles, liſining to the ſelfiſh Adoice of a 
few blooa-thir/ty Prelates, ſo loſt the Hearts 
of the Engliſh, that the Earl of March 
thought it a moſt proper Opportunity of aj- 
ſerting his prior Right ; and aſſiſted by the 
famous Earl of Warwick, and a great 
many other brave and experienced Soldiers, 
 hebegan to wage open War with Henry, At 
this time it was the Nation felt all the Fury 
of Civil Broils, for many a bloody Battel 
was fought,inwhich Henry was at laſt defeat- 
ed, and Edward won the Crown. The Death 
of this Edward's two Sons in the Tower, the 
ſhort Reign of Richard IIId, the Arrival 
of Earl Richmond, who was proclaim'd King 
by the Name of Henry VII. his uniting the 
two Families by marrying the Heireſs of the 
Houſe of York, the Succeſſion of his Son, 
alſo of lus Grand-Chilaren, Edward VI. 
Mary and Elizabeth, need no repeating. The 
laſt of theſe dying without I//ue, they were 
forced to look for the Offspring of Henry 
the pills Female us. Margaret, hs elde/t 
Daughter was married to the King of Scot- 
land, and bore him a Son who reigned there 
by the Name of James the Vth. This Mo- 
narch left an only Daughter Mary, after- 
wards Queen of Scots, Mother to K. * 
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VI. by whoſe Acceſſion to the Engliſh Throne 
the Kingdoms alſo were united. 


Hen as the King of England dy'd, 
Edward the Fourth by Name; 

He had two Sons of tender Years, 

For to ſucceed the ſame : 
Then Richard Duke of Glocelter 

Deſiring Kingly ſway, 
Devis'd by Treaſon how to make 

His Nephews both away. 


He with the Duke of Buckingham 
Did cloſely then contrive 

How he unto the Zng/z/t Crown 
Might happily atchieve : | 

Betwixt them both they laid a Plot, 
And both together went 

To Stony-Stratford, where they met 
Our King incontinent. 


This ſweet young King did entertain 
His Uncle lovingly, 

Not thinking of their ſecret Drift, 
And wicked Treachery ; 

But when the Duke of Buckingham 
To ſet abroach the thing, 

Began a Quarrel for the once, 
With them that kept the King. 


And there they did arreſt Lord Gray, 
The Brother to the Queen, 


Her other Brother Lord X .es, 


In durance then was ſeen : 
Sir Thomas Vaughan they likewiſe 
Did then and there arreſt ; 
Thus was the King of all his Friends 
On ſudden diſpoſſeſt. 


The 
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The King doth for his Uncles plead, 
And would their Sureties be : 

But both theſe Dukes would in no Caſe, 
To his Requeſt agree. 

In brief, theſe Noblemen were ſent 
To Pomfret-Caſile ſoon, 

Where ſecretly and ſuddenly, 
They there to Death were doom. 


Then forth they brought the King alone, 


To London with great ſpeed, 

Uſing Perſwaſions in ſuch ſort, 
Not to miſlike their Deed : 

But when to Zondon he was come, 
For him they had prepar'd 

The Biſhop's Palace there to hold, 
But ſafely under Guard. 


And then Duke Richard takes on him 
The keeping of the King, 
Naming himſelf Lord Protector, 
His Purpoſe about to bring: 
Deviſing how to get in hold 
The other Brother too, 
The which the Cardinal undertook 
Full cunningly to do. 


The Cardinal then all in haſte, 
Unto the Queen did come, 
Uſing Perſwaſions in ſuch ſort, 
He got the other Son : 
And then they both incontinent, 
Unto the Zbwer were ſent, 
After which time they ne'er came forth, 
For Death did them prevent. 


Duke Richard having found the Means, 
To work theſe Princes Death, 


Did 


{ 136 ] 


Did cauſe James JTirril's hired Men 
Full ſoon to ſtop their Breath : 

Mites Forreſt and Fames Diggins both, 
Theſe wicked careleſs Men, 

Were made the Inſtruments of Blood, 
To work the Murther then. 


Theſe Princes lying-in their Bed, 
Being ſweetly Arm in Arm, 

Not thinking of this vile Intent, 
Or meaning any Harm : 

Theſe Villains in their Feathered-beds, 
Did wrap them up in haſte, 

And with the Cloaths did ſmother them, 
Till Life and Breath was paſt. 


But when they were ſo murthered, 
Where laid no Man did know : 

But mark, the Judgment of the Lord 
Did ſharp Revenge ſoon ſhow. 

Betwixt the Dukes within ſhort ſpace, 
Such Diſcord there was bred, 

That Buckingham to pleaſe the King, 
Was forc'd to loſe his Head. 


Then Kichard in his Kingly Seat, 
No Reſt nor Eaſe could find 

The Murther of his Nephews did 
So ſore torment his Mind; 

He never could take quiet Reſt, 
His Life he ſtill did fear; 

His Hand upon his Dagger was, 
And none might come him near. 


At length the Earl of Richmond came 
With ſuch a puifſant Hand, 

That this uſurping King was forc'd 
In his Defence to ſtand : 

And meeting him in Boſworth-Field, 
They fought with Heart full fain, 


But 
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But God (for ſhedding Princes Blood 
Caus'd Richard to be lain. 


Then being dead upon a Horſe, 
Naked as he was born, 

His Fleſh ſore. cut and mangled, 
His Hair all rent and torn. 

And then Earl Richmond worthily, 
For this his Deed of Fame, 

Of England He was Crowned King, 
Henry the Seventh by Name. 


From whoſe moſt Royal Loins did ſpring 
That famous King of Might, 

Henry the Eighth, whoſe worthy Deeds 
Our Chronicles recite : 

Who dying left his Land and Crown 
To Edward his ſweet Son : 

Whoſe Gracious Reign all England ru'd, 
His time ſo ſoon was run. 


His Siſter Mary did ſucceed, 
Next Princeſs in this Land, 

But in her time blind Ignorance 
Againſt God's Truth did ſtand : 
Which cauſed many a Martyrs Blocd 

Be ſhed in rueful Caſe ; 
But God did England's Woes regard, 
And turn'd thoſe Storms to Grace. 


At length the other Siſter came, 
Elizabeth, late Queen ; 

And ſhe reliey'd her Subjects Hearts 
From Gnef and Sorrow clean : 

She ſpent her Days in Peace and Joy, 
And dy'd God's Servant true, 

And now enjoys a Place in Heaven ; 
Amongſt the bleſſed Crew. 


Next her ſucceeding Mighty Fames, 
Likewiſe of Henrys Race, 


His 
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His Majeſty with Royal Right, 
Deſerves this worthy Place ; 
Whoſe Progeny God long preſerve, 
This Kingdom for to ſway, 
And ſend all Subjects Loyal Hearts, 
Their Sovereign to obey. 


A Ser- 


XVIII. A Servants Sorrow for the 


Loſs of his late Royal Miſtreſs 
Queen Anne, who deceas'd at Hamp- 
ton-Court the 2d of May, 1618. 


To the Tune of, In fad and Au Weeds. 


Anne, Daughter to Frederick II. A:ngof Den- 


mark, was contracted to James VI. King of 
Scotland, and the Marriage celebrated in the 


former of thoſe Kingdoms by Proxy, in the 


Month of Auguſt, of the Year 1589, and 

young Qucen, who was ſcarce Sixteen at 
that time, Jet Sail for Scotland, but met 
with ſuch molent Storms at Sea, that She 
was forced back into Norway. Theſe Storms 


 wereraiſed by Witchcraft, ſay ſome of our 


credulous Hiſtoriaus; an Opinion which a 
Reverend Modern Author gives into and 


feems firmly enough to believe. King James 


hearing this News, haſten'd to Norway, not- 
with/tanding the Winter was then far ad- 
vanced, and in ſpite of the Colaneſs of the 
Seaſon or Climate, conſummated his Mar- 
riage there; This Couplelived very happily to- 

gether 
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gether upwards of Nine and Twenty Years, 
and had ſeveral Children, ſome of whoſe 
Royal Offspring /till adorn the Throne. At 
length the Queen who had ſome time been 
' #1 of a Dropſy, Died at Hampton the 1/2 
of March, 1618-19, according to our 
Computation, being about 45 Years old. Her 
Body was brought from thence to Somerſet 
Houſe, and in about a Month after, the Fu- 
eral Obſeques were perform'd at Weſtmin- 
ſter, with a great deal of Pomp and Cere- 
mony. 1 need not obſerve to my Readers, 
that this Song was written immedtatelyafter 
her Death. 


I Dole and deep Diſtreſs 
Poor Soul I ſighing make my moan, 
Doom of Heavineſs 
Conſtrains my heavy Heart to groan. 
Then hapleſs I 
That thus muſt cry 
Againſt thoſe Siſters three, 
Which to my Pain, 
Her Life have ta'ne 
That late did comfort me. 


In ſable Weeds I mourn, 
My Prince's Abſence to condole, 
Who never can return 
Unto my ſad forſaken Soul. 
Yet will I ſhow 
The Grounds of Woe, 
Of ſuch as Mourners be, 
For ſorrowing Care 
Will be my Share, 
When none will comfort me. 
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My golden Sun is fled, 
And cleareſt Day beſet with Clouds, 
A hollow Sheet of Lead 
My late beloved Princeſs ſhrouds. 
For whoſe ſweet ſake 
This moan I make, 
As all the World may ſee, 
There is no Joy, 
But in annoy ; 
Then who can comfort me. 


With grief I waſte away, . 
Remembring of my gracious Queen; : 
We Servants all may ſay, 
And witneſs well what ſhe hath been, 
A Princeſs kind, 
Of Royal Mind, 
Adorn'd with Courteſie, 
But now a Grave 
Her Grace will have, 
And none will comfort me. 


Oh let my ireful Cries 
To Sadneſs Court and Country move, 
No Mourning may ſuffice 
To tell my dear affecting love, 
Nor Words of Woe, 
Cannot well ſhow, 
The Griefs that ſettled be 
Within my Breaſt, 
So much diſtreſt, 
That none can comfort me. 


Yet Mourners there be ſtore 
Of Kings, of States, and Princes high, 
Who ſadly do deplore 
The want of that ſweet Majeſty : 
Who ſpent her Days, 
In vertuous Ways, 


And 
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And doing good, we ſee ; 
Her liberal Hand 


Adorn'd this Land, 
Which much doth comfort me. 


My Sovereign Lord King Fames, 
Lamenting moans his Turtle Dear, 
And Princely Carles out-ſtreams 
Full many a ſad and ſorrowful Tear : 
So as that Race 
Of Royal Grace 
And Blooms of Majeſty, 
Conjoyn in one, 
/ For to make moan, 
Yet none will comfort me. 


The Palſgrave of the Rhine, 
With Denmar#'s moſt true honoured King, 
Unto ſad Sorrows Shrine, 
Some ſacrificing Tears will bring : 
Elizabeth 
Thy Mother's Death 
A mournful News will be, 
To fill thoſe Courts 
With ſad Reports, 
Yet no Man Comforts me. 


Methinks the Vetherlands, 
And German Princes of her Kin, 
Poſſeſt with Sorrow ſtand, 
And ſadly thus their Gnef begin: 
Farewell, Adieu, 
Sweet Queen ſo true, 
Thy Life much miſs'd will be ; 
For Rich and Poor 
Fed on thy Store, 
But now none comforts me. 


Where 
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Where e're her Highneſs went, 
Sweet Bounty frankly ſhe beſtow'd, 
The Gifts that God her lent, 
Unto the World ſhe nobly ſhow'd : 
With many Ways 
Advanc'd her Praiſe, 
So full of Good was ſhe ; 
The which did move 
All Men to Love, 
But now none comforts me. 


Your Ladies fair and fine, 
Attendants on this Royal Queen, 
Her Grace is made Divine 
On this dull Earth not to be ſeen. 
Her Soul is flown 
Up to the Throne 
Where Angels reigning be, 
Whilſt I aſpire 
To vain Deſire, 
For now none comforts me. 


Oh bleſſed be that Mould 
Which ſhall contain ſo ſweet a Prize, 
Keep ſafe the ſame inroll'd, 
Untouch'd, unſeen by mortal Eyes. 
Till from this Earth 
A ſecond Birth 
Of Newneſs framed be, 
And till that Hour 
Preſerve this Flower, 
Whoſe Goodneſs comforts me. 


A Queen and Mother dear 
A Wife, a Daughter to a King, 
A Siſter Royal here, 
And Grandam as Renown doth ring : 


u Which 


1 


Which rich born Fame 

Hath grac'd her Name, 
Though all now buried be, 

Yet after-Days 

Shall ſound her Praiſe ; 
Which greatly comforts me. 
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E 


BACCHUS overcome. 


I now come to the Drinking Songs I promiſed 
in my laſt Preface, but I have abridg d part 
of the Number I intended; ſome of my 

udicious Readers having deftred me to be 
as /hort in theſe as I poſſibly cou d, and to 
grove em the more Hiſtorual Ballads. To 
arwer/afy theſe Songs. a little; I have not 
wholly confined my ſelf to Antiquity, having 
thrown in Two or Three Modern ones. I 
fall ſay nothing of any of the Songs in par- 
ticular, leaving every one to judge of em 
as they think fit. And to confeſs the Truth, 
I have not that Concern for em that ] have 
for the Songs which havemadeup the former 
part of the Volume. 


Y Friend and I, we drank whole Piſs- pots 
M Full of Sack up to the Brim : 
drank to my Fnend, and he drank his Pot, 
So we put about the Whim : h 
Three Bottles, and a Quart, 
We ſwallow'd down our Throat, 
But hang ſuch puny Sips as theſe, 
We laid us all along, 
With our Mouths unto the Bung, 
And we tip'd whole Hogſheads off with Eaſe. 
H I heard 
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J heard of a Fop that drank whole Tankards, 
Stil'd himſelf the Prince of Sots ; 
But I ſay hang ſuch puny Drunkards, 
Melt their Flaggons, and break their Pots: 
My Friend, and I did join, 
For a Cellar full of Wine, 
And we drank the Vintner out of door, 
We drank it all up, 
In a Morning at a ſup, 
And we greedily rov'd about for more. 


F 
My Friend to me did make this motion : 
t us to the Vintage skip ; 
en we ſaiFd upon the Ocean, 
Where we found a Sani Ship, 
Well laden with Wine, 
Which was ſuperfine, 
The Sailors fwore Five Hundred Tun. 
We drank it all at Sea, 
Eer we came unto the Key, 
And the Merchant ſwore he was quite undone. 


My Friend, not having quench'd his Thirſt ; 
Said, let us to the Vineyards haſte : 
Then we ſail'd to the Canaries 
Which afforded juſt a Taſte : 
From thence unto the Re, 
Where we drank up all the Wine, 
Till Bacchus cry'd hold you Sots or you Die. 
And Swore he never found, 
In his univerſal Round, 
Two ſuch thirſty Souls as my Friend and I. 


* Out! 
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Out ! cries one, what a Beaſt he makes himſelf ; 
He can neither ſtand nor go, 
Out ! you Beaſt, that's a grand miſtake Sir, 
When e'er knew you a Beaſt drink ſo } 

"Tis when we drink the leaſt, 

That we drink the moſt like a Beaſt, | 
But when we Carouſe it Six in a hand, 

'Tis then and only then, 

That we drink the moſt like Men, 
When we drink till we can neither go nor ſtand. 


03-2 CANTO, 
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CANTO, In the praiſe of Sack. 


Iſten all I pray, 
To the Words I have to ſay, 
In memory ſure inſert 'em : 
Rich Wines do us raiſe 
To the honour of Bays, 
Quem non fecere diſertum ? 


Of all the juice, 
The Gods produce, 

Sack ſhall be preferr'd before em; 
"Tis Sack that ſhall ' 
Create us all, 

Mars, Bacchus, Apollo, virorum. 


We abandon all Ale, 

And Beer that 1s ſtale, 
Roſa-ſolis, and damnable Rum: 

But we will rack 

In the praiſe of Sack, 
Gainſt Omne guod exit in um. 


This is the Wine, 
Which in former time, 
Each wiſe one of the Magi 
Was wont to carouſe 7 
In a frolickſome blouſe, * 
Recubans ſub tegmine fagi. 


Let the hope be their bane, 
And a Rope be their ſhame, 
Let the Gout and Cholick pine 'em, 
That offer to ſhrink, 
In taking their Drink, 
Seu Gracum, feve Lalinum. 
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Let the Glaſs go round, 

Let the Quart-pot ſound ; 
Let each one do as he's done to: 

Avaunt ye that hug 

The abominable Jug. 
Mongſt us Heteroclita ſunio. 


There's no ſuch diſeaſe, 
As he that doth pleaſe 
His Palate with Beer for to ſhame us : 
Tis Sack makes us ſing, 
Hey down a down ding, 
Muſa paulo majora canamus. 


He is either mute, 
Or doth poorly diſpute, 

That drinks ought elſe but Wine O, 
The more Wine a Man drinks, 
Like a ſubtle Sphinx 

Tantum valet ille loguendo. 


"Tis true, our Souls, 
By the lowſy Bowls 
Of Beer that doth naught but ſwill us, 
Do go into Swine, 
(Pythagoras 'tis thine) 
Nam vos mutaſfiis & illas. 


When I've Sack in my Brain, 
I'm in a merry vain, 

And this to me a bliſs is: 
Him that is wiſe, 

Is can juſtly deſpiſe: 

Mecum confertur Ulyſſes ? 


How it chears the Brains, 
How it warms the Veins, 

How againſt all croſſes its arm us ! 
How it makes him that's poor, 
Courageouſly roar, 

Et mutatas dicere formas. 


H 3 


Give 
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Give me the Boy, 
My delight and Joy, 
To my tantum that drinks his Zac: 
By Sack he that waxes 
In our Syntaxis. 
E verbum per ſonale. 


Art thou weak or lame, 
Or thy Wits to blame! 
Call for Sack, and thou ſhalt have it. 
Twill make him riſe, 
And be very wiſe, 
Cui vim natura negavit. 
We have frolick rounds, 
We have merry go downs, 
Yet nothing 1s done at random, 
For when we are to pay, 
We club and away, 
1d eft commune notandum. 


The Blades that want Caſh, 
Have credit for craſh, 

They'll have Sack what ever it coſt 'em, 
They do not pay, 
Till another day, 

Manet alta mente repoſtum. 


Who ne'r fails to drink, 
All clear from the brink, 
With a ſmooth and even ſwallow, 
T'll offer at his ſhrine, 
And call him divine, 
Et erit mihi magnus Apollo. 


He that drinks till, 
And ne'er hath his fill, 
Hath a paſſage like a Conduit, 
The Sack doth inſpire, 
In rapture and fire, 
Sic ether athera fund. 


When 
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When you merrily quaff, 
If any do off, 
And then from you needs will paſs thee, 
Give their Noſe a twitch, 
And kick them in the britch, 


Non componuntuy ab aſſe. 


I have told you plain, 
And tell you again, 
Be he furious as Orlando, 
He is an Aſs, 
That from hence doth paſs, 
Miſi bubit ad oftia flando. 


The 
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The Anſwer of Ale to the Challenge 
of Sack. 


OM E, all you brave Wights, 
That are dubbed Ale-knights, 


Now ſet out your ſelves in fight. 
And let them that crack 


In the praiſes of Sack, 
Know Malt is of mickle might. 


Though Sack they define 
To be wholly divine, 
Yet it is but natural liquor: 
Ale hath for its part 
An addition of art, 
To make it drink thinner or thicker. 


Sack's fiery fume 
Doth waſte and conſume 
Men's Aumidum radicale ; 
It ſcaldeth their Livers, f 
It breeds burning Fevers, 
Proves 7inum venenum reale. 


But Hiſtory gathers, 
From aged Fore-fathers, 
That Ale's the true Liquor of Life: 
Men liv'd long in Health, 
And preſerv'd their Wealth, 
Whilſt Barley-broth only was rife. 
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Sack quickly aſcends, 
And ſuddenly ends. 
What Company came for at firſt : 
And that which yet worſe is, 
It empties Men's Purſes 
Before it half quencheth their thirſt. 


Ale is not ſo coſtly, 
Although that the moſt lye 
Too long by the Oil of Barley, 
Yet may they part late 
At a reaſonable rate, 
Tho! they came in the Morning early. 


Sack makes Men from Words 
Fall to drawing of Swords, 


And quarreling end e t their quaffing; 
Whilſt Dagger-ale Barrels 
Bear off many Quarrels, 


And often turn chiding to laughing. 


Sack's drink for our Maſters : 
All may be Ale-taſters. 


Good things the more common the better. 
Sack's but ſingle Broth : 


Ale's Meat, Drink, and Cloth, 
Say they that know never a letter. 


But not to entangle 
Old Friends till they wrangle, 


And quarrel for other Men's aa ; 
Let Ale keep his place, 
And let Sack have his grace, 


So that neither exceed the due meaſure. 
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The Triumph of Tobacco over Sack 
and Ale. 


A V, ſoft, by your leaves, 
Tobacco bereaves 
Vou both of the Garland, forbear it: 
Vou are two to one, 
Vet Tobacco alone | 
Is like both to win it, and wear it. 


Though many Men crack, 
Some of Ale, ſome of Sack, | 
And think they have reaſon to do it ; 
Tobacco hath more, 
That will never give o'er 
The honour they do unto it. 


Tobacco engages 
Both Sexes, all Ages, 
The Poor as well as the Wealthy, 
From the Court to the Cottage, 
From Childhood to Dotage, 
Both thoſe that are ſick hos the healthy. 


It plainly appears 
That in a few Years 
Tobacco more cuſtom hath gained, 
Than' Sack, or than Ale, 
Though they double the tale 
Of the times, wherein they have reigned. 


And 
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And worthily too, 
For what they undo 
Tobacco doth help to regain, 
On fairer conditions, 
Than many Phyſicians, ; 
Puts an end to much grief and pain. 


It helpeth digeſtion, 
Of that there's no queſtion, 
The Gout, and the Toothach, it eaſeth : 
Be it early, or late, 
"Tis never out of date, 


He may ſafely take it that pleaſeth. 


Tobacco prevents 
Infection by ſcents, 
That hurt the Brain, and are heady, 
An Antidote is, 
Before you're amiſs, 
As well as an after remedy, 


The cold it doth heat, 
Cools them that do ſweat, 
And them that are fat maketh lean : - 


The hungry doth feed, 
And, if there be need, 


Spent ſpirits reſtoreth again. 


Tobacco infuſed 
May ſafely be uſed 
For purging, and killing of Lice : 
Not ſo much as the Aſhes 
But heals Cuts and Slaſhes, 
And that out of hand, in a trice. 


The Poets of old, 
Many Fables have told, 
Of the Gods and their Smpoſia: 
But Tobacco alone, 
Had they known it, had gone 
For their Var and Ambr ofia. 


It 
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It is not the ſmack 
Of Ale, or of Sack, 
That can with Tobacco compare: 
For Taſte, and for Smell 
It bears away the Bell 


For all their Bravado, 
It is Trinidado 
That both their Noſes will wipe 
Of the praiſes they deſire, 
Unleſs they conſpire | 
To Sing to the Tune of his Pipe. 


From 'em both where ever they are : 
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BACCHUS's Feaſt 


ACCHUS when merry beſtriding his Tun, 
Proclaim'd a new Neighbourly Feaſt : 
e firſt that appear'd was a Man of the Gown, 
A Jolly Parochial Prieſt ; 
He filld up his Bowl, drank Healths to the Church, 
Preferring it to the King, | 
Altho' he long ſince left both in the lurch, 
Yet he canted like any thing. 


The next was a Talkative Blade whom we cal” N 
A Doctor of the Civil Law, 

Who guſled and drank up the Devil and all, 23 
As faſt as the Drawers could draw : — 

But Healths to all Nobles he ſtifly deny d, 
Tho! luſtily he could Swill, 

Becauſe ſtill the faſter the Quality dy d, 
It brought the more Griſt to his Mill. 


The next a Phyſician to Ladies and Lords, 
Who eaſes all Sickneſs and Pain, 

And conjures Diſtempers away with hard Words ; 
Which he knows 1s the head of his gain : 

He ſtep'd from his Coach, fill'd his Cup to the brim 
And quaffing did freely agree, 

That Bacchus who gave us ſuch Cordial to drink 
Was a better Phyſician than he. 


The next was a Juſtice who never read Law, 
With Twenty Informers behind, 

On Free- coſt he Tippl'd and till bid em draw, 
Till his Worſhip had drunk himſelf blind: 
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'Then reeling away they all rambled in queſt 
Of Drunkards and Jilts of the Town, 
That they might be puniſh'd to frighten the reſt, 
Except they wou'd drop him a Crown. 


The fifth was a tricking Attorney at Law, 
By Tally-men chiefly imploy'd, 
Who lengthned his Bill with Co-hy- and Maw-draw ; 
And a Hundred ſuch Items beſide ; 
The Healths that he drank was to We/iminfier-t7all, 
And to all the Grave Dons of the Gown, ; 
Rependum & Petro, dorendum & Paul, 
Such Talin as never was known. 


The laſt that appear'd was a Soldier m Red, 
With his Hair doubled under his Hat, 
Who was by his Trade a fine Gentleman made, 
Tho' as hungry and poor as a Rat : 
He ſwore by his G-d, tho? he livd by his King, 
Or the help of ſome impudent Punk, 
That he would not depart 'till he had made the Butt 
And himſelf moſt confoundedly Drunk. (ſing, 


The 


The Loyal Subject, or, the Praiſe 
. 


O ME let's drink the time invites, 
Winter and cold weather, 
For to paſs away long Nights, 
And to keep good Wits together; 
Better far than Cards or Dice, 
Or Jaac's Ball that quaint Device, 
Made up with Fan and Feather. 


Of grand actions on the Seas, 
We will ne'er be jealous 
Give us Liquor that will pleaſe, 
And will make us braver Fellows 
Than the bold Venetian Fleet, 
When the Turks and they do meet, 
Within the Dardonelloes. 


Mahomet was no Divine, 
But a ſenſeleſs Widgeon, 
To forbid the uſe of Wine 
Unto thoſe of his Religion ; 
Falling-ſickneſs was his ſhame, 
And his Throne ſhall have the blame, 
For all his whiſpering Pidgeon. 


Valentia that famous Town, 
Stood the French-Men's wonder, 
Water it imploy'd to drown, 
And to cut their Troops aſunder, 
Turene caſt a helpleſs look, 
Whilſt the crafty Spaniards took 
Za-Ferta and his Plunder. 
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Therefore Water we diſdain, 
Mankinds adverſary, 

Once it caus'd the Worlds whole frame 
In a Deluge to miſcarry ; 

Nay the Enemies of Joy, 

Seek with Envy to deſtroy, 
And murder good Canary. 


Sack's the Prince's ſureſt Guard, 
If he would but try it, 
No Rebellion e'r was heard, 
Where the Subjects ſoundly ply it, 
And three Conſtables at moſt, 
Are enough to quell an Hoſt, 
That thus diſturbs our quiet. 


Drink about your full brim Bowls, 
See there be no ſhrinking, 

For to quench your thirſty Souls, 
We of projects are not thinking, 


But a way we will deviſe 
How to make our colours riſe 
And our Noſes rich with drinking. 


Cauſe the Rubies to appear 
In their Orient Luſtre, 
Pottle Pots bring up the Rear, 
For our Forces we muſt muſter. 
Senior Gallon leads the Van, 
He hath taken many a Man, 
And drowns them on a cluſter. 


Sack it doth inſpire the Wit, 
Though the Brain be muddy. 
Some that ne'r knew nothing yet 
By it's vertue fall to ſtuddy ; 

He that tipples up good Sack, 
Finds ſound Marrow in the Back, 
That's wholeſome for the Belly. 


All 


EE 


All the faculties of Man, 

Are inriched by this Treaſure, 
He that firſt this Bowl began, 

Let him give to all his meaſure : 
Sack is like the Atlierial fire, 
Which doth kindle new defire, 

To do a Woman Pleaſure, 


Sack doth make the Spint bold, 
Tis like the Muſes /Veftar. 
Some that ſilent Tongues did hold, 
Now can ſpeak a learned Lecture; 
By the flowing of the Tub, 
They can break Alcides Club, 
And take the Crown from Hector. 


We ne'er covet to be Rich, 

With Commerce, or with Trading, 
Nor have we a zealous Itch, 

Though guondam means are fading, 
But our Veſſels and our Store, 
And Wits are how to get more 

Good Sack and that's our lading. 


We that drink good Sack in Plate, 

To make us blith and jolly, 
Never Plot againſt the State, 

To be puniſh'd for ſuch folly, 
But the merry Glaſs and Pipe, 
Makes our Senſes quick and Ripe, 

And expels Melancholly. 


See the Squibs and hear the Bells, 

The Fifth Day of November, 
The Preacher a ſad Story tells, 

And with horror doth remember, 
How ſome dry brain'd Traitors wrought 
Plots, that would to ruine brought, 

Both King and every Member. 
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We that drink have no ſuch thoughts 
Blind and void of Reaſon, 
We take care to fill our Vaults, 
With good Wine at every Seaſon, 
And with many a chearful Cup, 


We blow one another up 


And that's our only Treaſon. 


The 
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Add bb bb 
The Advice. 


OLD, hold thy Noſe to the Pot Zum, Tum, 
And hold thy Noſe to the Pot Zum, Tom, 
Tis thy Pot, and my Pot, 
And my Pot, and thy Pot, 
Sing hold thy Noſe to the Pot Zom, Tom. 


'Tis Malt will cure the Maw 7om, 
And heal thy Diſtempers in Autumn, 
Felix quem facient, 
I prithee be patient, 
Aliena pericula cautum. 


Then hold thy Noſe to the Pot Zum, Zum, 

Hold, hold thy Noſe to the Pot Tom, Tom ; 
There's neither Parſon nor Vicar, 
But will toſs off his Liquor, 

Sing hold thy Noſe to the Pot Tm, Tum. 


The 
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The Praiſe of WINE. 


2 


and Money be the Miſer's wiſh, 
r Schollars ſtudy all their Days, 
and Gluttons glory in their Diſh, 
Its Wine, pure Wine, revives fad Souls, 
Therefore fill us the chearing Bowls. 


[ ET Soldiers fight for Prey or Praiſe, 
00 


Let Minions Marſhal every Hair, 
and in a lovers Lock delight, 
And Artificial colours wear, 
we have the native red or white : 
Iis Wine, &c. 


Take Pheaſant, Trout, and calver'd Sammon, 
or how to pleaſe your Pallats think, 

Give us the ſalt Nephalia Gammon, 
not Meat to eat, but Meat to drink ; 

Its Wine, &c. 


The backward ſpirit it makes brave, 
that lively which before was dull ; 

They prove good Fellows which were grave, 
and kindneſs flows from Cups brim full : 


lis Wine, &c. 


Some have the Phtiſſick, ſome the Rhume, 
ſome have the Palſy, ſome the Gout, 
Some ſwell with Fat, and ſome conſume, 
but they are ſound that drink all out : 
Ii Wine, &c. | 


Some 
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Some Men want Youth, and ſome want Wealth, 
ſome want a Wife, and ſome a Punk, 

Some Men want Wit, and ſome want Health, 
but they want nothing that are drunk : . 

It's pure Wine, pure Wine, revives Jad Souls, 

Therefore give us the chearing Bowls. 


The 
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The Ex-Ale-tation of ALE. 


I met with a Friend in Alesbury- Vale; 
ſaw by my Face, that I was in the caſe 
To ſpeak no great harm of a Pot of good Ale. 


Then did he me greet, and ſaid, ſince we meet, 
(And he put me in mind of the Name of the Dale) 
For Alesbury's ſake ſome pains I wou'd take, 

And not bury the Praiſe of a Pot of good Ale. 


N O T drunken, nor ſober, but Neighbour to both, 
© 


The more to procure me then did he adjure me, 
If the Ale I drank laſt were Nappy and Stale, 
To do it it's right, and ſtir up my Sprite, 
And fall to commend a Pot of good Ale. 


Quoth I, to commend it I dare not begin, 
Leſt therein my credit might happen to fail ; 
For many Men now do count it a Sin 
But once to look toward a Pot of good Ale. 


Yet I care not a Pin, for I ſee no ſuch Sin, 
Nor any thing elſe my courage to quail ; 


For this we do find, that take it in kind, 


Much vertue there is in a Pot of good Ale. 


And I mean not to taſte, tho' thereby much grac'd, 
Nor the merry-go-down without pull or hale, 

Perfuming the Throat when the Stomach's a float, 
With the fragrant ſweet ſcent of a Pot of good Ale. 


Nor 
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Nor yet the delight that comes to the Sight, 
To ſee how it flowers and mantles in graile, 

As green as a Leek, with a ſmile in the Cheek, 
The true orient colour of a Pot of good Ale. 


But I mean the Mind, and the good it doth find ; 
Not only the Body fo feeble and frail ; 

For Body and Soul may bleſs the black Bowl, 
Since both are beholden to a Pot of good Ale. 


For when Heavineſs the Mind doth oppreſs, 
And Sorrow and Grief the Heart do aſſail, 

No remedy quicker than to take off your Liquor 
And to waſh away Cares with a Pot of good Ale. 


The Widow that buried her Husband of late, 
Will ſoon have forgotten to weep and to wail, 

And think e'ry Day twain till ſhe Marry again, 
If ſhe read the contents of a Pot of good Ale. 


It is like a Belly-blaſt to a cold Heart, 
And warms, and engenders the Spirits vitale, 
To keep them from damage; all Spirits owe their 


(h e 
To the Sprite of the Buttry a Pot of good Ale. 


And down to the Legs the virtue doth go, 
And to a bad Footman is as good as a Sail, 
When it fills the Veins, and makes light the Brains, 
No Lackey ſo nimble as a Pot of good Ale. 


The Naked complains not for want of Coat, 
Nor on the cold Weather will once turn his tail, 
All the way as he goes, he cuts the Wind with his 
(Noſe, 
If he be but well wrapt in a Pot of good Ale. 


The Hungry Man takes no thought for his Meat, 
Though his Stomach wou'd brook a Tenpenny Nail; 
He quite forgets hunger, thinks on it no longer, 
If he touch but the Sparks of a Pot of good Ale. 


The 
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The poor Man will praiſe it, ſo hath he good cauſe, 
That all the Year eats neither Patridge nor Quail, 
But ſets up his reſt, and makes up his Feaſt 


— With a Cruſt of brown Bread, and a Pot of good 


(Ale. 


The Shepherd, the Sower, the Threſher, the Mower, 
The one with his Scythe, the other with his Flail, 

Take them out by the Poll, on the Peril of my Soul 
All will hold up their Hands to a Pot of good Ale. 


The Black- ſmith whoſe Bellows all Summer do blow, 
With the Fire in his Face ſtill, wiſh'd &er avail, 

Tho” his Throat be full dry, he will tell you a Lye, 

But where you may be ſure of a Pot of good Ale. 


Who ever denies it, the Pris'ners will praiſe it, 
That beg thro' the Grate, and lye in the Jayl ; 
For even in their Fetters, they think themſelves better, 
May they get but a Two-penny black Pot of A 
| (Ale. 


The Beggar whoſe Portion is always his Prayers, 
Not having a tatter to hang on his Tail, 


Is as Rich in his Rags, as the Churl in his Bags, 


If he once but ſhakes Hands with a Pot of good Ale. 


It drives his Poverty clean out of mind, 

Forgetting his brown Bread, his Wallet and Mail, 
He walks in the Houſe like a ſix-footed Louſe, 

If once he's enrich'd with a Pot of good Ale. 


And he that doth dig in the Ditches all Day, 
And weanes himſelf quite at the Plough-tayl, 

Will ſpeak no leſs things than of Queens and of Kings, 
If he touch but the top ai A Pot of good Ale. 


Tis like a Whetſtone to a Hunt Wit, 
And makes a ſupply where Nature doth fail, 


The dulleſt Wit ſoon will look quite thro' the Moon, 
If his Temples be wet with a Pot of good Ale. 


Then 
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Then Dich to his Dearling full boldly dares ſpeak, 
Tho' before (filly Fellow) his Courage did quail, 
He gives her the Smouch with his Hand on his Pouch, 

If he meet by the way with a Pot of good Ale. 


And it makes the Carter a Courtier ſtrait way, 
With Rhetorical terms he will tell his Tale, 

With Courteſies great ſtore, and his Cap up before, 
Being ſchooP'd but a little with a Pot of good Ale. 


The old Man whoſe Tongue wags faſter than his Teeth, 
For old Age by nature doth drivel and drale) 

Will frisk and will fling like a Dog in a String, 
If he warms his cold Blood with a Pot of good Ale. 


And the good old Clark whoſe ſight waxeth dark, 
And ever he thinks the Print 1s too ſmall, 

He will ſee every Letter, and ſay Service better, 
If he glaze but his Eyes with a Pot of good Ale. 


And now that the Grains do work in my Brains, 
Methinks I were able to give by retail 

Commodities ſtore, a dozen and more 

That flow to Mankind from a Pot of good Ale. 


As for the Muſician of any Condition, 

It will make him reach to the top of his Scale ; 
It will clear his Pipes, and moiſten his Lights, 

If he drink a/ternatim a Pot of good Ale. 


The Poet Divine, that cannot reach Wine, 
Becauſe that his Money doth many times fail, 
Will hit on the Vein to make a good ſtrain, 
If he be but inſpired with a Pot of good Ale. 


For Ballads Z/zerton never had Peer, 
How went his Wit in them, with how merry a gale, 
And with all the Sails up, had he been at the Cup, 
And waſhed his Beard with a Pot of good Ale. 


I And 
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And the power of it ſhows no whit leſs in Proſe, 
It will file one's Phraſe, and ſet forth his Tale : 
Fill him but a Bowl, it will make his Tongue troul, 
For flowing Speech flows from a Pot of good Ale. 


And Maſter Philoſopher, if he drink his part, 

Will not trifle his time in the Husk or the Shale, 
But go to the Kernel by the depth of his Art, 

To be found in the bottom of a Pot of good Ale. 


Give a Scholar of Oxford a Pot of Sixteen, 

And put him to prove that an Ape has no Tail, 
And ſixteen times better his Wit will be ſeen, 

If you fetch him from ZBo#ley a Pot of good Ale. 


Thus it helps Speech and Wit ; and it hurts not a whit, 
But rather doth further the virtues Morale, 

Then think it not much if a little I touch 
The good Moral parts of a Pot of good Ale. 


To the Church and Religion it is a good Friend, 
Or elſe our Forefathers their Wiſdom did fail, 

That at every Mile, next to the Church Stile, 
Set a Conſecrate Houſe to a Pot of good Ale. 


The Churches much owe, as we all do know ; 
For when they be dropping and ready to fall, 
By a Whit/on or Church-Ale up again they ſhall go, 
And owe their Repairing to a Pot of good Ale. 


Truth will do it right, it brings truth to light, 
And many bad matters it helps to reveal ; 

For they that will drink, will ſpeak what they think ; 
Tom-tell-Troth lies hid in a Pot of good Ale. 


And next I alledge, it is Fortitude's edge : 
For a very Coward, that ſhrinks like a Snail, 

Will Swear and will Swagger, and out goes his Dag- 
If he be but arm'd with a Pot of good Ale. - (ger, 


And 
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And ſure it will make a Man ſuddenly Wiſe, 
E'er while was ſcarce able to tell a right Tale; 
It will open his Jaw, he will tell you the Law, 
As made right a Bencher of a Pot of good Ale. 


Or he that will make a bargain to gain, 
In buying or ſetting his Goods forth to Sale, 
Muſt not plod in the Mire, but fit by the Fire, 
And Seal up his Match with a Pot of good Ale. 


They talk much of State both early and late, 

But if Gafcoign and Spain their Wine ſhou'd but fail, 
No remedy then with us Engliſimen 

But the State it muſt ſtand by a Pot of good Ale. 


And they that ſit by it are good Men and quiet, 
No dangerous Plotters in the Common-weal 

Of Treaſon or Murther ; for they go no further 
Than to call for, and pay for a Pot of good Ale. 


The North they will praiſe it, and praiſe it with Paſſion, 
Where every River gives Name to Aa Dale: 

There Men are yet living that are of the old faſhion, 
No YVeftar they know but a Pot of good Ale. 


O Ale ad alendo, thou Liquor of Life 

That I had but a Mouth as big as a Whale ! 
For mine is too little to touch the leaſt tittle 

That belongs to the praiſe of a Pot of good Ale. 


Thus I trow, ſome virtues I've marked you out, 
And never a Pice in all this long trail, 

But that after the Pot there cometh a ſhot _. 
And that's th' only blot of a Pot of good Ale. 


With that my Friend ſaid, That blot will I bear, 
You have done very well, it is time to ſtrike fail, 

We'll have ſix Pots more tho I die on the ſcore, 
To make all this good of a Pot of good Ale. 


I 2 The 


The Greenland VOYAGE: or, 
the Whale-Fiſhers Delight: Being 
a full Deſcription of the manner of 
the taking of Whales on the Coaſt 
of Greenland, 


To the Tune of, Hey to ihe Temple, &c. 


At a Time when the World is wholly taken up 
with a1ſcour ſes upon Whale-Fiſhery, and that 
we are all expetting what Succeſs one of the 
greateſt Companies in Europe will meet 
with in this part of their Commerce, I think 
I can do nothing better than to preſent my 
Readers with an old Song written on this 
Subzett ; the Poetry am heres zs good, and 
thoſe who are shall'd in that Art tell me the 


Terms are juſt, and every part of it equally 
beautiful. 


HY ſtay we at home, now the Seaſon is come? 
Jolly Lads let us liquor our Throats ; 
Our Intereſt we wrong, if we tarry too long, 
Then all hands, let us fit out our Boats ; 
Let each Man prepare 
; Of the Tackling his ſhare, 
By neglect a good Voy'ge may be loſt. 
| Come I ſay, let's away, 
Make no ſtay nor delay, 
For the Winter brings Whales on the Coaſt. 


Harry, 
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Harry, Will, Robin, Ned, with bold Zom in the head, 
And Sam in the Stern bravely ſtands, 
As rugged a Crew (if we give them their due), 
As ever did take Oars in their hands : 
Such Heroes as theſe 
Will with Blood ſtain the Seas, 
When they join with their reſolute Mates, 
Who with might, void of fright, 
With delight, boldly fight 
Mighty Whales, as if they were but Sprats. 


Come coyl in the Warp, ſee the Hatchets be ſharp, 
And make ready the Irons and Launce ; 
Fach Man ſhip his Oar, and leave nothing on ſhoar 
That is needful the Voy'ge to advance; 

See the Buoy be made right, 

And the Drug fitted right, 

So that nothing be wanting anon: 

Never doubt, but look out 

Round about ; there's a Spout, 
Come away Boys, let us lanch if we can. 


The Suff runs too high, 'twill be down by and by, 
Take a Slatch to go off, now 'twill do, 
Huzza ! lanch amain, for the Sea grows again, 
Pull up briskly a ſtroak (Boys) or two; 

Ha, well row'd ! tis enough, 

We are clear of the Suff, 
A yare hand heave out Water apace ; 

There's the Whale, that's her back 

That looks black ; there's her wake, 
Pull away, Boys, let's give her a chaſe. 


Ha ! well row'd jolly Trouts, pull away there ſhe 


And we gain of her briskly I find, (ſpouts, 
We're much about her ground, let's take a Dram 
And her riſing beſure let us mind: (round ; 


She's here, juſt a head, 
Stand up Zim, pull up Mea, 


I 3 We 
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We are faſt, back a ſtern what ye may ; 
Hold on Lad, I'm afraid - 
She's a Jade, ſhe's ſo mad, 

She's a Scragg, for your lives cut away. 


Though we have met with misfortune already, 
Tis courage muſt do, for the Proverb you know, 
A faint heart never won a fair Lady. 

Come this is no diſgrace, 

Pull up Lads, another chaſe, 
Our Mates will be faſt without doubt ; 

So, what chear? We are near, 

She 1s there ; No, ſhe's here 
Juſt a ſtern ; jolly Hearts, pull about. 


Pull briskly for there ſhe's riſen very fair, 
Back a ſtern, it is up to the Strap, (row'd, 
Well done Zom, bravely throw'd, chearly Lads, bravely 
Tis not always we meet with miſhap, 

Veer out Warp, let her run, 

She will quickly have done 
Well done, Mate ; 'twas a brave ſecond ſtroke, 

Now ſhe jerks, who can work ? 

Veer out Warp ; ſhe tows ſharp, 
Hang the Black ſmith our Launce it is broke. 


Pull a head, hale in Warp, for ſhe tows not ſo ſharp, 
But's beginning to flounce and to ſtrike ; 
Fit a Launce, let us try, if we can by and by 
Give her one gentle touch to the quick : 
Bravely throw'd, jolly Lad, 
She's nothing nigh ſo mad 
As ſhe was; tother Launce may do good ; 
Well done Jom, that was home, 
To her Womb, makes her foam, 
She's ſick at the Heart, ſhe ſpouts Blood. 


EA 


The buſineſs is done, launce no more, let's alone, 
Tis her flurry, ſhe is as dead as a Herring; 
Let's take her in a Tow, and all Hands ſtoutly row ; 
And Mate Sam, prithee mind well thy ſteering, 

The Wind begins to blow, 

And the Seas bigger grow, 
Ev'ry Man put his ſtrength to his Oar : 

Leave to prate, now tis late, 

Well row'd, Mate; hey for Kate, 
She's a ground, cut away let's a Shoar. 


Come turn up the Boats, let's put on our Coats, 
And to Ben's there's a chirriping cup; 
Let's comfort our Hearts, e ry Man his two Quarts, 
And to morrow all Hands to cut up; 

Betimes leave your Wives, 

Bring your Hooks and your Knives, 
And let none lie a bed like a Lubber; 

But begin with the Sun, 

To have done before Noon: 
That the Carts may come down for the Blubber. 


13 14 The 
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The Farmer's Daughter of Wakejeld. 


OWN in the Morii Country, 
As ancient Reports do tell, 

ere a hes a famous Country Town, 
Some call it Merry Wakefeeld ; 
And in this Country Town, 
A Farmer there did dwell, | 
Whoſe Daughter would to Market go, 
Her Treaſure for to Sell. 


As ſhe was travelling a long, 

Over Hills and Mountains high, 

It was her Chance to loſe her Way, 
Where a Shepherd ſhe did ſpy ; 

O! Shepherd, O ! Shepherd quoth ſhe, 
Many Days to you God ſend, 

I am a Maid and ſhall be undone, - 
Unleſs you ſtand my Friend. 


Over Hills and Mountains high, 
Eer ſince the Break of Day, 

I have been travelling many a Mile, 
And I cannot find my Way 
Come fit thee down by me, 


The Shepherd reply'd with a Smile, 


And I'll ſhow thee a nearer Way, 


Than this by a full long Mile. 


The Shepherd ſate him down, 
The fair Maid ſhe drew nigh 


He pull'd out his Bagpipes wond'rous ſweet, 


And play'd Melodiouſly : 


l 


He play'd her ſuch a Tune, 

That he made this fair Maid Sing, 

O! the Muſick of thy Bagpipes weet, 
Makes all my Nerves to Ring. 


O! Shepherd, O! Shepherd, quoth ſhe, 
If the time would but permit it ; 

I pray now play it me ov'r again, 

For fear I ſhould forget it, 

He play'd it over again, 

As he had done before, 

And gave this ſair Maid much delight, 
It pleas'd her more and more. 


My deareft Swain, quoth fe, 

A Thouſand times adieu; 

And, if ever I chance to loſe my Way, 
To find it, I'll come to you. 


Roms — — - 


The Baffled Knight, or the Lady's 
Policy. 


HERE was a Knight was drunk with Wine, 
a riding along the way, Sir, 
And there he did meet with a Lady fine, 
and among the Cocks of Hay, Sir. 


One Favour he did crave of her, 
and ask'd her to lay her down, Sir, 
But he had neither Cloth nor Sheet, 
to keep her from the Ground, Sir. 


There is: a great Dew upon the Graſs, 
and if you ſhou'd lay me down, Sir, 
You would ſpoil my gay clothing, 
that has coſt me many a Pound, Sir. 


I have a Cloak of Scarlet-red, 
TII lay it under thee; Love, 
So you will grant me my requeſt, 
that I ſhall ask of you, Love. 


And if you'll go to my Father's Hall, 
that is moated all round about, Sir, 

There you ſhall have your Will of me, 
within, Sir, and without, Sir. 


Oh yonder ſtands my Milk-white Steed, 
and among the Cocks of Hay, Sir, 

If the King's Penner ſhould chance to come, 
he'll take my Steed away, Sir. 


J have a Ring upon my Finger, 
it's made of the fineſt Gold, Love 


And 
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And it ſhall ſerve to fetch your Steed, 
out of the Pinner's Fold, Love. 


And if you'll go to my Father's Houſe, 
round which there's many a Tree, Sir, 

There you ſhall have your Chamber free, 
and your Chamberlain F'll be, Sir. 


He ſate her on a Milk-white Steed, 
himſelf upon another ; 

And then they rid along the way, 
like Siſter and like Brother. 


But when ſhe came to her Father's Houſe, 
which was moated all round about, Sir, 
She ſlip'd herſelf within the Gate, 
And ſhe lock'd the Knight without Sir. 


I thank you kind Knight for ſeeing me here, 
and bringing me home a Maiden, Sir, 

But you ſhall have two of my Father's Men, 
for to ſet you as far back again, Sir, 


He drew his Sword out of his Scabbard, 
and whet it upon his Sleeve, Sir, 
Saying, Curſed be to ev'ry Man, 
that will a Maid believe, Sir. 


She drew her Handkerchief out of her Pocket, - 
and threw it upon the Ground, Sir, 

Saying, thrice curſed be to evry Maid, 
that will believe a Man, Sir. 


We have a Tree in our Garden, 
ſome call it of Roſemary, Sir ; 
There's Crowing-cocks in our Town, 
that will make a Capon of you, Sir. 


We have a Flower in our Garden, 
ſome call it a Marygold, Sir ; 


And 
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And he that would not when he might, 
he ſhall not when he would, Sir. 


But if you chance for to meet a Maid, 
a little below the Town, Sir, 

You muſt not fear her gay cloathing, 
nor the wrinkling of * Gown, Sir. 


And if you chance for to meet a Maid, 
a little below the Hill, Sir, 

You need not fear her ſcreeking out, 
for ſhe quickly will lye ſtill, Sir, 


The bafl'd Knight was by the Laſs 
ingeniouſly out-witted ; 

And ſince that time, it came to paſs, 
he was again well fitted : 


As he was riding croſs a Plain, 

in Boots, Spurs, Hat and Feather, 
He met that Lady fair again, 

they talk'd a while together. 


He ſaid, tho' you did ſerve me ſo, 
and cunningly decoy me ; 

Yet now, before you further go, 
I muſt and will enjoy thee. 


Twas near a ſpacious River's ſide, 
where Ruſhes green were growing, 

And YNeptun?'s ſilver Streams did glide, 
four Fathom Waters flowing. 


The Lady bluſh'd like Scarlet-red, 
and trembling at this Stranger ; 
How ſhall I guard my Maiden-head 


from this approaching danger 
With a lamenting ſigh, ſaid ſhe, 
to dye I now am ready: 


Muſt 
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Muſt this diſhonour fall on me ? 
a moſt unhappy Lady ! 


He from his Saddle did a-light, 
in gaudy rich attire : 

And cry'd, I am a Noble Knight, 
who do your Charms admire. 


He took the Lady by the Hand, 
who ſeemingly conſented ; 

And wou'd no more diſputing ſtand, 
ſhe had a Plot invented. 


How ſhe might baffle him again, 
with much Delight and Pleaſure ; 
And eke unſpotted ſtill remain 
with her pure Virgin Treaſure. 


Look yonder good Sir Knight, I pray, 
methinks I do diſcover, 

Well mounted on a Dapple-grey, 
my true entire Lover. 


The Knight, he ſtanding on the brink 
of the deep floating River ; 

Thought ſhe, thou now ſhalt ſwim or ſink, 
chuſe which thou fancy rather. 


Againſt his back the Lady run, 
the Waters ſtrait he ſounded : 

He cry'd out, Love] What have you done! 
help ! help ! or I am drowned ! 


Said ſhe, Sir Knight, farewel, adieu, 
you ſee what comes of fooling : 

That is the fitteſt place for you, 
whoſe Courage wanted cooling. 


Love, help me out, and III forgive 
this Fault which you've committed : 


No, 
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No, no, ſays ſhe, Sir, as I live, 
I think you're finely fitted. 


She rid home to her Father's Houſe, 
for ſpeedy expedition ; 

While the gay Knight was ſoak'd like Souce, 
in a ſad wet condition. 


When he came mounted to the Plain, 
he was in rich attire : 

Yet when he back return'd again, 
he was all Muck and Mire. 


A ſolemn Vow he there.did make, 
juſt as he came from ſwiming, 

He'd love no Lady, for her ſake, 
nor any other Women. 


The Baffl'd Knight was fool'd once more, 
you'll find by this pleaſant ditty, 

For ſhe whoſe Charms he did adore 
was wonderful ſharp and witty. 


Returning from her Father's Park, 
juſt cloſe by a Summer Bower, 

She chanc'd to meet her angry Spark, 
Who gave her a frowning lower. 


The thoughts of what ſhe twice had done, 
did cauſe him to draw his Rapier, 

And at the Lady then he run, 
and thus he began to vapour : 


You chous'd me at your Father's Gate, 
then tumbl'd me into the River, 

I ſeek for ſatisfaction ſtraight ; 
Shall I be a Fool for ever? 


He came with Reſolution bent 
that Evening to enjoy her ; 


And 
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And if ſhe did not give conſent, 
that Minute he would deſtroy her. 


I pray Sir Knight, and why ſo hot 
againſt a young ſilly Woman! 

Such Crimes as theſe might be forgot, 
for merry intrigues are common. 


What do you count it Mirth, he cry'd, 
to tumble me in and leave me 
What if I drowned there had dy'd, 
a dangerous Jeſt, believe me. 


Well, if I pardon you this Day 
thoſe Injuries out of meaſure, 
It is becauſe without delay 
I mean to enjoy the Pleaſure. 


Your ſuit, ſhe ſaid, is not deny'd, 
but think of your Boots of Leather ; 
And let me pull them off, ſhe cry'd, 
before we lye down together. 


He ſet him down upon the Graſs, 
and Violets ſo ſweet and tender ; 
Now by this means it came to 
that ſhe did his purpoſe hinder. 


For having pull'd his Boots half way, 
ſhe cry'd, I am now your betters ; 

You ſhall not make of me your Prey, 
ſit there like a Thief in Fetters. 


Now finding ſhe had ſerv'd him ſo, 
he roſe and began to grumble ; 

Yet he could neither ſtand nor go, 
but did like a Cripple tumble. 


The Boots ſtuck faſt, and would not ſtir, 
his folly ſhe ſoon did mention, 


And 


> 
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And laughing ſaid, I pray kind Sir, 
How like you my new Invention ? 


My laughing Fit you muſt excuſe, 
you are but a ſtingleſs Nettle ; 

You'd ne'er a ſtood for Boots or Shooes, 
had you been a Man of Mettle. 


Farewel, Sir Knight, 'tis almoſt Ten, 
I fear neither Wind nor Weather : 

Tu fend my Father's Serving-Men 
to pull off your Boots of Leather. 


She laugh'd out right, as well ſhe might, 
with merry conceits of Scorning, 

And left him there to ſit all Night, 
untill the approaching Morning. 


The fourth Part of the baffl'd Knight, 
the Lady hath fairly acted, 

She did his Love and Kindneſs light, 
which made him almoſt diſtracted. 


She left him in her Father's Park, 

where nothing but Deer could hear him ; 
While he lay rouling in the dark, 

there's never a Soul came near him ; 


Until the Morning break of Day, 
and being warm Summer-weather, 

A Shepherd chanc'd to come that way, 
who pull d on his Boots of Leather. 


Then mounting on his Milk-white Steed, 
he ſhaking his Ears was ready, 

And whip and ſpur he rid with ſpeed 
to find out this crafty Lady. 


If once this Lady I come nigh 
ſhe ſhall be releas'd by no Man; 


J 
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Why ſhou'd ſo brave a Knight as I, 
be fool'd by a filly Woman ? 


Three times ſhe has affronted me, 

in Crimes which I cannot Pardon ; 
But if I an't reveng'd, ſaid he, 

let me not be worth a Farthing. 


I value not her Beauty fair, 
tho” once I did dote upon her; 
This truſty Sword ſhall now repair 
My baffled, blaſted Honour. 


Unto her Father's Houſe he came, 
which every ſide was moated ; 

The fair ſweet youthful charming Dame, 
his angry Brows ſhe noted. 


Thought ſhe, I'll have the other bout, 
and tumble him in the River, 

And let the Devil help ham out, 
or there he ſhall ſoak for ever. 


He will not let me live at reſt, 
although I have often foil'd him; 
Therefore, once more I do proteſt, 
with flattering I'll beguile him; 
The Bridge was drawn, the Gates lock'd faſt, 
ſo that he could no ways enter ; 


She ſmil'd to him, and cry'd at laſt, 
Sir Knight, if you pleaſe to venture, 


A Plank lies over the Moat hard by, 
full Seventeen Foot in Meaſure, 
There's no body now at home but I, 
therefore we'll take our pleaſure. 


—- 
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This Word ſhe had no ſooner ſpoke, 
but ſtraight he was tripping over ; 

The Plank was ſaw'd, and ſnapping broke; 
he prov'd an unhappy Lover. 


The 


[ 187 ] N 


A SONG on MNothang. 


Tis truly and newly come out of the Mint, 
e tell you before hand you'l find Nothing in't. 


On YNothing I think, on Nothing I write, 
"Tis Nothing J court, yet Nothing I light, 
Nor care I a Pin if I get Nothing by t. 


Fire, Air, Earth, and Water, Beaſts, Birds, Fiſh, and 


(Men 
Did ſtart out of Nothing, a Chaos, a Den ; g 
And all Things ſhall turn into Nothing agen. 
Tis Nothing ſometimes makes many things hit, 
As when Fools among Wiſemen filently fit, 
A Fool that ſays Nothing may paſs for a Wit. 


Your Lad that makes Love to a delicate ſmooth 
(Thing, 

And thinks to gain her with Sighs and Soothing, 

Moſt frequently makes much ado about Nothing. 


At laſt when his Patience and Purſe is decay'd, 
He may to the Bed of a Whore be betray'd, 
But ſhe that has Nothing muſt needs be a Maid. 


Your flaſhing and claſhing, and flaſhing of Wit, 
Doth ſtart out of Nothing but Fancy and Fit, 
'Tis little or Nothing, what e' er has been Wnt. 


I en and newly come out of the Min 
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When 
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When firſt by the Ears we together did fall, 
Then Something got Nothing, and Nothing got all, 
From Nothing it came, and to Nothing it ſhall. 


The Party that Seal'd to a Covenant in haſt, 
Who made our three Kingdoms and Church lie waſt, 
Their Project and all came to Nothing at laſt. 


They raiſed an Army of Horſe and of Foot 

To tumble down Monarchy Branch and Root, 

They Thunder'd and Plunder'd, yet Nothing wou'd 
; (do't. 

In ſeveral Factions we Fight and we Brawl, 


Diſpute and Contend, and to fighting we fall, 
TII lay all to Nothing that Nothing wins all. 


The Wiſeſt great Prince were he never ſo ſtout, 

Though he Conquer the World and give Mankind a 
(Rout, 

Did bring Nothing in, and ſhall bear Nothing out. 

The nimble Tongu'd Lauer that pleads for his pay, 

When Death ſhall arreſt him and bear him away, 

At the General Barr will have Vorhing to ſay. 


If any Man tax me for weakneſs of Wit, 
And ſay that on Nothing, I Nothing have Writ, 
I ſhall anſwer, Zx nihilo Nikhil fit. 


Vet let his diſcretion be never ſo tall, 
This very Word Nothing ſhall give it a fall, 
For Writing of Nothing, I comprehend all. 


Let ev'ry Man give the Poet his due, | 
Cauſe then 'twas with him, as now 'tis with you, 
He ftudy'd it when he had Nothing to do. 


This very Word Nothing, if took the right way, 
May be of advantage; for what wou'd you ſay, 


If the Vininer ſhould cry there's Nothing to pay. 


Times 
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Mee 


Time's Alteration. 


To the Tune of, J never be drunk again. 


HEN this Old Cap was New, 
'tis ſince Two hundred Year, 

No Malice then we knew, 

but all Things plenty were : 
All friendſhip now decays, 

(believe me, this is true) 
Which was not in thoſe Days, 

When this old Cap was new. 


The Nobles of our Land 
were much delighted then, 

To have at their command 
a Crue of luſty Men, 

Which by their Coats were known, 
of Tawny, Red, or Blue, 

With Creſts on their Sleeves ſhown, 
When this old Cap was new. 


Now Pride hath baniſh'd all, 
unto our Land's reproach, 
When he whoſe Means is ſmall, 
maintains both Horſe and Coach : 
Inſtead of an Hundred Men, 
the Coach allows but two ; 
This was not thought on then, 
When this old Cap was new. 


Good Hoſpitality 
was cheriſh'd then of many : 


Now 


[ 190 |] 
Now Poor Men Starve and Die, 
and are not help'd by any : 
For Charity waxeth cold, 
and Love 1s found in few : 
This was not in time of old, 
Wien this old Cap was new. 


Where ever you travel'd then, 
you might meet on the way 
Brave Knights and Gentlemen, 

Clad in their Country Gray, 
That courteous would appear, 
and kindly welcome you: 

No Puritans then were, 
When thts old Cap was new. 


Our Ladies in thoſe Days 
in civil Habit went 
Broad-Cloth was then worth Praiſe, 
and gave the beſt content : 
French Faſhions then were ſcorn'd, 
fond Fangles then none knew ; 
Then Modeſty Women adorn'd, 
When this old Cap was new. 


A Man might then behold, 
at Chri/imas, in each Hall, 

Good Fires to curb the Cold, 
and Meat for great and ſmall : 

The Neighbours were friendly bidden, 
and all had welcome true, 

The Poor from the Gates were not chidden, 
When this old Cap was new. 


Black Jacks to every Man 
were fill'd with Wine and Beer, 

No Pewter Pot nor Can 
in thoſe Days did appear : 

Good Chear in a Noble-man's Houſe 
was counted a ſeemly ſhew, 
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We wanted no Brawn nor Souſe, 
When this old Cap was new. 


We took not ſuch delight 
in Cups of Silver fine, 
None under the degree of a Knight, 
in Plate drunk Beer or Wine : 
Now each Mechanical Man 
hath a Cup-board of Plate, for a ſhew, 
Which was a rare thing then, 
When this old Cap was new. 


Then Bribery was unborn, 
no Simony Men did uſe, 
Chriſtians did Uſury ſcorn, 
devis'd among the Jess. 
The Lawyers to be Fee'd, 
at that time hardly knew, 
For Man with Man agreed, 
When this old Cap was new. 


No Captain then carous'd, 
nor ſpent poor Soldier's Pay, 
They were not ſo abus'd, 
as they are at this Day : 
Of Seven Days they make Eight, 
to keep from them their due ; 
Poor Soldiers had their right, 
When this old Cap was new. 


Which made them forward till 
to go, although not preſt : 
And going with good will, 
their Fortunes were the beſt. 
Our Zngli/t then in fight 
did Foreign Foes ſubdue, 
And forc'd them all to flight, 
When this old Cap was new. 


14 


God 
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God ſave our gracious King, 
and ſend him long to live, 
Lord, miſchief on them bring, 

that will not their Alms give, 
But ſeek to rob the Poor 

of that which is their due : 
This was not in time of yore, 

When this old Cap was new. 


The 


The Old SOLDIERS. 


F old Soldiers, the Song you would hear, 
And we old Fidlers, have forgot who they 
(were ; 
But all we remember, ſhall come to your Ear, 4 
That we are old Soldiers of the Queen's, 
And the Queen's old Soldiers. | 


With the Old Drake, that was the next Man, 

To Old Franciſcus, who firſt it began 

To fail through the Streights of Magellan, 
Like an old Soldier, &c. 


That put the proud Suni Armado to wrack, 

And travelFd all o'er the old World and came back, 

In his old Ship, laden with Gold and old Sack ; 
Like, &c. 


With an Old Candifh, that ſeconded him, 

And taught his old Sails the ſame paſſage to Swim, 

And did them therefore, with Cloath of Gold Trim ; 
Like, &c. 


Like an old Raleigh, that twice and again, 

Sail'd over moſt part of the Seas and then, 

Travell'd all o'er the old World with his Pen, 
Like, &c. 


With an old on Norris, the General, 
That old Gaunt, made his Fame Immortal, 
In ſpight of his Foes, with no loſs at all, 
Like, &c. 
K Like 
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Like old Bre Fort, an Invincible thing, 
When the old Queen ſent him, to help the Frenc/ 
N (King, 
Took from the proud Fox, to the World's wond' ring, 
Like, &c. 


Where an old ſtout Hryar, as goes the Story, 

Came to puſh of Pike with him in vain Glory, 

But he was almoſt ſent to his own Purgatory ; 
By this old Soldier, &c. 


With an old Ned Worris, that kept Offend, 

A terror to Foe, and a refuge to Friend, 

And left it impregnable to his laſt End ; 
Like, &c. 


That in the old unfortinate Voyage of all, 
March'd o'er the old Bridge, and knock'd at the 


(Wall, 
Of LZzisbone the Miſtreſs of Portugal ; 
Like, &c. 


With an old 7im Norris, by the old Queen ſent, 
Of Munſter in Ireland, Lord Preſident, 
Where his Days and his Blood, in her Service he 


| | (ſpent ; 
Like an old Soldier, &c. 


With an old Harry Norris in Battle wounded 

In his Knee, whoſe Leg was cut off, and he ſaid, 

You have ſpoil'd my Dancing, and dy'd in his Bed; 
Like, &c. 


With an old Vill Norris, the oldeſt of all, 

Who went Voluntary, without any Call, 

To th' old Zi Wars, to's Fame Immortal; 
Like, &c. - 


With 


CE ²˙ ds 


[ 195 ] 


With an old Dick Wenman, the firſt in his Prime, 

That over the Walls of old Cales did Climb, 

And there was Knighted, and liv'd all his Time ; 
Like, &c. 


bl 


Like an old Nando Wenman, when Bret was O'er- 
(thrown, 
Into the Air, into the Seas, with Gunpowder blown, 
Yet bravely recovering, long after was known ; 
h For an Old, &c. 


With an old Zom Wenman, whoſe braveſt delight, 
Was in a good Cauſe, for his Country to Fight, 
And dy'd in Z7reland, a good old Knight; 

And an Old, &c. 


With a young Ne Wenman, ſo Valiant and Bold, 
In the Wars of Bohemia, as with Old, 
Deſerves for his Valour to be EnrolFd ; 

An Ola, &c. 


And thus of old Soldiers, ye hear the Fame 
But ne'er ſo many of one Houſe and Name, 
And all of old ohn Lord Viſcount of Thame ; 
An old Soldier of the Queen's, 
And the Queen's old Soldier. 


K 2 The 
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The Hunter's 8 O NG. 


ONG e're the Morn, 
L Expects the Return 
Of Apollo from th' Ocean Queen; 
Before the Creak 
Of the Crow, and the Break 
Of the Day in the welkin ſeen, 
Mounted he'd hallow, 
And chearfully follow | 
To the Chace with his Bugle clear. 
Eccho doth he make, 
And the Mountains ſhake, 
With the Thunder of his Career. 


Now bonny Bay 

In his foine waxeth Gray, 
Dapple-grey waxeth Bay in his Blood; 

White Lilly ſtops, 

With the ſcent in her chaps, 
And Black-Lady makes it good : 

Poor filly Wat 

In this wretched State, 

Forgets theſe Delights for to hear : 

Nimbly ſhe bounds 

From the cry of the Hounds 
And the Muſick of their Career. 


Hills with the heat 
. Of the Gallopers ſweat, 
Reviving their Frozen Tops, 
The Dale's Purple Flowers, 
That drop from the Showers, 
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That down from the Rowels drops. 
Swains their repaſt, 
And Strangers their haſte | 
Neglect, when the Horns they do hear; 
To ſee a fleet 
Pack of Hounds in a Sheet, 
And the Hunter in his Career. 


Thus he Careers 
Over Heaths over Meers, 
Over Deeps, over Downs, over Clay ; 
Till he hath won 
The Noon from the Morn, 
And the Evening from the Day. 
His ſport then he ends, 
And joyfully wends 
Home again to his Cottage, where 
Frankly he Feaſts 
Himſelf and his Gueſts, 
And Carouſes in his Career. 


3 The 
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The Hunting of the G ODS. 


ONGS of Sonnets and ruſtical Roundelays, 
Forms of Fancies are whiſtl'd on Reeds, 
Songs to ſolace young Nymphs upon Holidays, 
Are too unworthy for wonderful Deeds ; 
Phebus Ingenious, 
With Witty Si/enus, 
His haughty Genius taught to declare; 
In Words better coin'd, 
And Verſe better join d, 
How Stars divined the Hunting the Hare. 


Stars enamour'd with Paſtimes Olympical, 
Stars and Planets yet beautiful ſhone, 
Would no longer endure that Mortal Men only 
Should Swim in Pleaſures, while they but look on. 
Round about horned 
Lucina they Swarmed, 
And her informed, how minded they were, 
Each God and Goddeſs, 
To take humane Bodies, 
As Lords and Ladies, to follow the Hare. 


Chaſte Diana Applauded the Motion, 
And Pale Proſerpina ſate in her place, 
Which guides the Welkin and governs the Ocean, 
While ſhe conducted her Nephews in chaſe ; 
Till by her Example, 
Their Father to trample, 
The Earth Old and Ample, leave * the Air; 
Neptune the Water, 
And Wine Liber Hater, 
And Mars the Slaughter, to follow the Hare. 
1 Young 
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Young God Cupid Mounted on Pegaſus, 
Beloved of Nymphs, with Kiſſes and Praiſe, 
Strong Alcides upon cloudy Caucaſus, 
Mounted a Centaur, which proudly him bare ; 
Poſtillion of the Sky, 
Swift footed Mercury, 
Makes his courſe fly, fleet as the Air, 
Yellow Apollo, 
The Kennel doth follow, 
With whip and hallow after the Hare. 


Young Amintas thought the Gods came to breath 
After their Battel, themſelves on the Ground, 
Thirſes did think the Gods came here to dwell be- 
(neath, 
And that hereafter the World would go round. 
Corydon aged, 
| With Phillis engaged, 
Was much enraged with Jealous Deſpair ; 
But Fury was faded, 
And he was perſwaded, 
When he found they applauded the Hunting the 
(Hare. 


Cunning Melampus, and Fortunate Zelaps, 
Fowler, and Tiger, and Harper, the Skies 
Rend with Roaring while Hunter-like Hercules, 

Winds his plentiful Horn to their Cries. 
Till with Varieties, 
To Solace their Deities, 
Their weary Pieties refreſned were; 
We Shepherds were ſeated, 
Whilſt we repeated, 
How we conceited the Hunting the Zare. 


Stars but Shadows were, Joys were but Sorrows, 
They without motion, theſe wanting delight; 
Joys are Jovial, Delights are the Marrows 
Of Life and Motion, the Axel of Might. 
K 4 Pleaſure 
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Pleaſure depends, 
Upon no other Friends, | 
But till freely lends to each Virtue a ſhare ; 
Alone 1s Pleaſure, 
The meaſure of Treaſure ; 
Of Pleaſure, the Treaſure is Hunting the Hare. 


Drowned Narciſus from his Metamorphoſis, | 
Rowzed by Zaho new Manhood did take: 
And Snoring Somnus up ſtarted from Cimmery, 
The which this Thouſand Year was not awake, 
To fee club-footed 
Old Mulciber Booted, 
And Pan promoted on Corydon's Mare; 
Proud Pallus pouted, 
And #otus ſhouted, 
And Momus flouted, yet followed the Hare. 


men Uſhers the Lady Aftrea, 
The Jeſt takes hold of Minerva the Old, 
Ceres the Brown, with bright Cytherea, 
With Tieris the Wanton, Bellona the Bold, 
Shamefac'd Aurora, 
With witty Pandora. 
And Maia with Hora did company bear: 
But Juno was Stated, 
Too high to be Mated, 
Although ſhe hated not hunting the Hare. 


Three broad Bowls to th' Olympical Rector, 
The No- born Boy preſents on his Knee. 
Fove to Phebus carouſes in Nectar, 
And Phebus to Hermes, and Hermes to me; 
Wherewith Infuſed, 
I Piped and Muſed, 
In Language unuſed, their ſports to declare, 
Till the Houſe of Fore; 
Like the Sphears round do move, 
Health to all thoſe that love, he Hunting of the Hare. 
Fair 


Fair MAUDEES: Of 
Merchant's Daughter of Briſtol. 


To the Tune of, Te Maiden's Foy. 


Tho' I do not profeſs my ſelf an Admirer of 
the following Song; yet con/adering its title 
to Antiguity,it mayjuſtlyclaima placehere ; 
and ſeveral of my Readers have earneſtly 
deſired to have ut inſerted. There is one 
paſſage in it which petty Criticks have very 
much carp'd at, and that is the Time 
Maudlin's Lover lay under Condemnation; 
but if they had conſider d that he was in one 
of thelngui/utionPriſons,where People ſome- 
times lay ſeveral Years, they would have 
found thar Camtl very unjuſt. I muſt own, 
[cannot /o eaſily anſwer another Objeftion, 
and that is the Mercy ſhewn by the Fudges to 
the Three Priſoners, thoſe very Pious Men 
never having ſiuce the firſt foundation of 
that Court given another inſtance of it. 


EHOLD the Touchſtone of true Love, 
Maudlin the Merchant's Daughter of Briſlol 


(Town, 
Whoſe firm Affection nothing could move, 


her favour bears the lovely brown. 
K 5 A 
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A gallant Youth was dwelling by, 
which long had born this Maiden great good Will 
She loved him moſt faithfully : 

but all her Fnends withſtood it till. 


The young Man now perceiving well, 

he could not get the favour of her Friends, 
The force of Sorrow to expel, 

and view ſtrange Countnes he intends : 


And now to take his laſt farewel 

of his true Love, his fair and conſtant Maudlin, 
With Muſick ſweet that did excel, 

he plaid under her Window then : 


Farewel (quoth he) mine own true Love, 

farewel the dear and chiefeſt treaſure of my Heart, 
Thro* Fortune's ſpight, that falſe did prove, 

I am inforc'd from thee to part, 


Into the Land of fair tay: 

there will I wail and weary out my Life in woe, 
Seeing my true Love is kept from me, 

I hold my Life a mortal Foe : 


Fair Briſtol Town therefore adieu, 

for Padua ſhall be my Habitation now, 
Although my Love doth reſt in you, 

to whom alone my Heart I vow. 


With trickling Tears thus did he Sing, 

ſighs and ſobs deſcending from his Heart full ſore, 
He ſaid, when he his Hands did wring, 

Farewel, ſweet Love, for evermore. 


Fair Maualin from a Window high, 

ſee her true Love with Muſick where he ſtood, 
But not a word ſhe did reply, 

fearing her Parents angry mood. 


In 
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In Tears ſhe ſpent that woeful Night, 

wiſhing herſelf, tho' naked, with her faithful Friend, 
She blames her Friends, and Fortune's ſpight, 

that wrought her Love ſuch luckleſs end ; 


And in her Heart ſhe made a Vow, 

to forſake her Country and Kindred all, 
And for to follow her true Love, 

to abide all chance that might befal. 


The Night is gone, and the Day is come, 
and in the Morning very early did ſhe riſe, 
She gets down into a lower Room, 
where ſundry Seamen ſhe eſpies: 


A gallant Maſter among them all, 

the Maſter of a great and goodly Ship was he, 
Who there was waiting in the Hall, 

to ſpeak with her Father, if it might be. 


She kindly takes him by the Hand, 

Good Sir, ſaid ſhe, Would you ſpeak with any here ? 
Quoth he, Fair Maid, and therefore I do ſtand. 

Then, gentle Sir, I pray draw near : | 


Into a pleaſant Parlour by, 

Hand in Hand ſhe brings the Seaman all alone, 
Sighing to him moſt pitiouſly, 

ſhe thus to him did make her moan : 


She falls upon her bended Knee, 

Good Sir, (ſaid ſhe) pitty a Woman's woe, 
And prove a faithful Friend to me, 

that I to you my Grief may ſhow. 


Sith you repoſe your truſt (he ſaid) 

in me unknown, and eke a Stranger here, 
Be you aſſur'd, moſt beautious Maid, 

moſt faithful ſtill I will appear. 


I have 
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I have a Brother (then quoth ſhe) 

whom as my Life I love, and favour tenderly, 
In Padua, alas ! is he, 

full Sick, God wot, and like to die; 


Full fain I would my Brother ſee, 

but that my Father will not yield to let me go, 
Therefore, good Sir, be kind to me, 

and unto me this favour ſhow : 


Some Ship-boy's Garment bring to me, 
that I diſguis'd may go unknown, 
And unto Sea I'll go with thee 
if this much favour might be ſhown. 2 


Fair Maid (quoth he) take here my Hand, 
I will fulfil each thing that you deſire, 
And ſee you ſafe in that ſame Land, 
and m the Place that you require. 


She gave to him a tender Kiſs, 
and ſaid, Your Servant, Maſter, I will be, 
And prove your faithful Friend for this : 
ſweet Maſter, then forget not me. 


This done, as they had both agreed 
ſoon after that, by break of Day, 

He brings her Garments then with ſpeed, 
therein herſelf ſhe did array : 


And e're her Father did ariſe, 

ſhe meets her Maſter as he walked in the Hall, 
She did attend on him likewiſe, 

until her Father did him call. 


But here the Merchant made an end 
of thoſe his weighty Matters all that Day, 
His Wife came weeping in with ſpeed, 
ſaying, Our Daughter's gone away. 
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The Merchant then amaz'd in Mind, 
Yonder vile wretch intic'd my Child away: 


But I well wot I ſhall him find, 
in /taly at Padua. 


With that beſpake the Maſter brave, 

Worſhipful Merchant, thither goes this Youth, 
And any thing that you would crave, 

he will perform, and write the Truth. 


Sweet Youth (quoth he) if it be ſo, 

bear me a Letter to the Eugliſi there, 
And Gold on thee I will beſtow, 

my Daughter's welfare I do fear, 


Her Mother took her by the Hand, 

Fair Youth, if e're thou doſt my Daughter ſee, 
Let me ſoon thereof underſtand, 

and there is Twenty Crowns for thee. 


Thus through the Daughter's ſtrange diſguiſe, 
her Mother knew not when ſhe ſpake unto her 


(Child, 
Then after her Maſter, ſtraight ſhe hies, | 
taking her leave with Countenance Mild : 


Thus to the Sea ſweet Maudlin is gone, 
with her gentle Maſter, God ſend fair Wind : 
Where we a while muſt leave them all alone, 
till you the Second Pars do find. 


ELCOME, ſweet Maudlin, from the Sea, 
where bitter Storms and Tempeſt do ariſe, 
The pleaſant Banks of Fach, 
you may behold with Mortal Eyes: 


Thanks, gentle Maſter (then ſaid ſhe) 
a faithful Friend in Sorrow thou haſt been; 


If 


— — —2W—— — — — 


ay — * * a I — ata 
— OT II 
— 


N 5 


And after many weary ſteps, 


* * 1 — - 


206 


If Fortune once do ſmile on me 
my gratitude ſhall ſoon be ſeen. 


Bleſt be the Land that feeds my Love, 
bleſt be the Place wherein he doth abide, 
No tryal will I ſtick to prove, 
whereby my true love may be try'd : 


Now will I walk with joyful Heart, 
to view the Town wherein he doth remain, 
And ſeek him out in every Part, | 
until his ſight I do obtain. 


And 1 (quoth he) will not forſake 

ſweet Maud/in in her Sorrows up and down, 
In Wealth or Woe thy part I'll take, 

and bring thee ſafe to Padua Town: 


in Padua they arrived at the laſt, 
For very Joy her Heart it leaps, 
ſhe thinks not on her Sorrows paſt. 


Condemn'd he was to die, alas ! 

except he would from his Religion turn, 
But rather than he would to Maſs, 

in fiery Flames he vow'd to burn. 


Now doth ſweet Maudlin weep and wail, 

her Joy is turn'd to Sorrow, Grief and Care, 
For nothing could her plaints prevail, 

for Death alone muſt be his ſhare : 


She walks under the Priſon Walls 

where her true Love did languiſh in diſtreſs, 
Then woefully for Food he calls, 

when Hunger did his Heart oppreſs: 
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He ſighs and ſobs, and makes great moan, 
Farewel, Sweet-heart, he cry'd for evermore, 
And all my Friends that have me known, 
in Bristol Town with Wealth and Store. 


But moſt of all, farewel (quoth he) 

my own ſweet Maualin, whom I left behind, 
For never more thou wilt me ſee, 

Woe to thy Father moſt unkind : 


How well I were if thou wert here, 

with thy fair Hands to cloſe my wretched Eyes, 
My Torments eaſy would appear, 

my Soul with Joy would ſcale the Skies. 


When Maudlin heard her Lover's Moan, 

her Eyes with Tears, her Heart ſoon filled was, 
To ſpeak with him no means was found, 

ſuch gnevous doom did on him paſs. 


Then ſhe put off her Lad's attire, 
her Maiden-weeds upon her ſeemly ſet, 
At the Judge's Houſe ſhe did inquire, 
and there ſhe did a Service get : 


She did her Duty there ſo well, 
and eke ſo well herſelf ſhe did behave, 
With her in Love her Maſter fell, 

his Servant's favour he doth crave : 


Maudlin (quoth he) my Heart's delight, 
to whom my Soul is ſo inclin'd, 

Breed not my Death through thy deſpight, 
a faithful Friend thou ſhalt me find. 


Grant me thy Love, fair Maid quoth he, 
and then defire what thou can't deviſe, 
And I will grant it unto thee, 
whereby thy credit may ariſe. 
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I have a Brother, Sir, ſhe ſaid, 
for his Religion is condemn'd to dye, 
In loathſome Priſon he is laid, 
oppreſs'd with Grief and Miſery : 


Grant me my Brother's Life, ſhe ſaid, 

and now to you my Love and Liking will I give. 
That may not be, quoth he, fair Maid, 

except he turn he cannot live : 


An Englih Fryer there is, ſhe ſaid, ; 

of Learning great, and paſſing pure of Life, 
Let him to my Brother be ſent, 

and he will finiſh ſoon the Strife. ; 


Her Maſter granted her requeſt, 

the Mariner in Fryer's Weeds ſhe did array : 
And to her Love that lay diſtreſt, 

ſhe did a Letter ſoon convey : 


When he had read theſe gentle Lines, 

his Heart was raviſhed with pleaſant Joy, 
Where now ſhe is full well he knew, 

the Fryer likewiſe was not Coy : 


But did declare to him at large, 

the Enterprize his Love had taken in hand : 
The young Man did the Fryer charge, 

his Love ſhould ſtraight depart the Land. 


Here is no place for her, he ſaid, 
but woeful Death and Danger of her Life, 
Profeſſing Truth I was betrayd, 
and fearful Flames muſt end the ſtrife. 


For e're I will my Faith deny, 
and ſwear my ſelf to follow damned A * * * 
I'll yield my Body for to dye, 
to live in Heaven with the Higheſt. 
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O, Sir, the gentle Fryer ſaid, 
conſent thereto, and end the rife. 

A woeful match, quoth he, is made 
were Chriſt is left to gain a Wife. 


When ſhe had us'd all means ſhe might, 
to ſave his Life, yet all would not be, 

Then of the Judge ſhe claim'd her right, 
to Dye the Death as well as he. 


When no perſwaſion could prevail, 

nor change her Mind in any thing ſhe ſaid, 
She was with him condemn'd to dye, 
and for them both one Fire was made : 


Yea, Arm in Arm moſt joyfully, 

theſe Lovers twain unto the Fire did go, 
The Mariner moſt faithfully, 

was likewiſe partner of their woe. 


But when the Judges underſtood, 

the faithful Friendſhip did in them remain, 
They ſav'd their Lives, and afterwards 

to England ſent them back again. 


Now was their Sorrow turn'd to Joy, 

and faithful Lovers have their Hearts deſire, 
Their pains ſo well they did imploy, 

God granted that they did defire. 


And when they did to England come, 
and in merry Bri/tol arrived at the laſt 
Great Joy there was to all and ſome, 
That heard the Dangers they had paſt : 


Her Father he was dead, God wot, 
and her old Mother was joyful at her ſight, 
Their wiſhes ſhe denied not, 


but wedded them to Hearts delight: 2 
er 
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Her gentle Maſter he deſired, 
to be her Father, and at Church to give her then. 


It was fulfilled as the required, 
to the Joy of all good Men. 


The 
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The dying Lovers laſt farewel: Or 
the Tragical downfal of Marcellus 
and Arminda. 


— 


To the Tune of, Stone Walls cannot @ Priſon make. 


I have inſerted the Three following Songs for 
the Sake of thoſe among /t my Readers, who 
profeſs themſelves Lovers, that they maylearn 


to be Faithful, and to dread the Curſes that 


attend inconſtancy and broken Vows. 


NE Night when all the Village ſlept 
Marcellus ſought Deſpair, 

The wand'ring Shepherd waking kept 
to tell the Woads his Care : 

Be gone, ſaid he, fond Thoughts be gone, 
Eyes give your Sorrows oer; 

Why ſhould you waſte your Tears for one 
that thinks on you no more 


Yet 


1 
1 
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Vet all the Birds, the Flocks, and Powers 
that dwell within the Grove, 
Can tell how many tender Hours 
we here have paſt in Love: 
Ye Stars above, my cruel Foes, 
can tell how ſhe has ſworn 
A Thouſand Times, that like to thoſe, 
her Flames ſhould ever burn. 


I thought the Rocks could ſooner move 
than ſhe her Faith betray, 

I was tranſported ſo with Love, 
my Senſes fled away : 

When Hand in Hand we us'd to walk, 
no Joy was like to this, 

She told me, that I had her Heart, 
and ſeal'd it with a Kiſs. 


But faithleſs ſhe will ever be, 
I to my Sorrow find ; 

Or elſe, perhaps, prove foto me, 
and to ſome other kind. 

Bur ſure the God of Love will ſhower 
down Vengeance in the End, 

And puniſh by his mighty Power 
thoſe that his Laws offend. 


How happy ſhould I count my ſelf 
for to receive one Smile 

From her that ſtole my Heart * 
and did me ſo beguile; 

My drooping Spirits would revive, 
— I ſhould be at Eaſe, 

And promiſe to my ſelf good Days 
my Fancy for to pleaſe. 


ile 
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But ſince ſhe's gone, O let me have 
my Wiſh, and quickly die, | 

In this cold Bank I'll make my Grave, 
and there forgotten he ; 

Sad Nightingales the watch ſhall keep, 
and kindly there complain. 

Then down the Shepherd lay to fleep 
And never 'wak'd again. 


Arminda coming thro' the Grove 
to eaſe him of his Grief, 

And finding that her wronged Love 
was dead, paſt all Relief ; 

Unto the Gods ſhe did complain, 
with Senſes all amaz'd, 

And ſobbed out theſe Words in vain, 
as on his Grave ſhe gaz'd : 


Oh ! why ye only Powers above 
would you ſo cruel be, 

For to depnve me of my Love 
e'er I his Face could ſee } 

Unhappy I whoſe deep Diſdain 
makes me thus ſadly croſs'd, 

For when I thought to love again' 
I found that I was loſt. 


O let me ſtrive with all my Art 
thy Breath for to repneve, 
That thou may'ſt know my Love-ſick Heart 
doth for my Shepherd gneve : 
With open Eyes behold my Woe, 
that am with Sorrow ſlain, 
Since that I prov'd thy deadly Foe 
to kill thee with Diſdain. 


But 
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But Oh! alas, I know grim Death 
he will not bribed be, 
For to reſtore his lateſt Breath 
to ſee my Miſery : 
No Sorrow e'er was like to mine, 
come help me now to mourn, 
That I in Tears of watry Brine 
may to a Deluge turn. 


You Birds that warble in the Woods, 
and Beaſts fo fierce and fell, 
Bear witneſs of my dying Words, 
And weep my funeral Knell : 
Since he is to Elizium gone, 
who was to me ſo kind, 
No longer I can live alone, 
nor ſtay one Hour behind. 


I come, dear Love, I come, ſhe cry'd, 
make thy Arminda Room, 

Since that for Love Marcellus dy'd, 
unto the Shades I come : 

Then fetching of a dying Groan, 
her tender Heart it broke, 

And falling on her Lover's Grave 
ſhe never after ſpoke. 


The 


[ 215 ] 
XXXIX. The Lovers Tragedy: Or, 


the wronged Lady's Lamentation and 
untimely Death. | 


To the Tune of, No more cruel Nymph. 


I R William a Knight of Six thouſand a Year, 
He courted fair Suſan of Somer/et/hire, 
e beautifull'ſt Creature that ever was ſeen, 
A Lady by birth, though her Fortune was mean : 
What paſſed between them III tell you in brief, 
Who hear it may ſigh with a Heart full of Grief. 


To her he pretended the greateſt of Love, 

And held her in hand for three Months and above, 
Inviting her often to feaſt at his Hall, 

At length he to wanton Embraces would fall, 
Which when ſhe perceiv'd, ſhe ſighing would ſay, 
Don't ruin an innocent Lady, I pray. 


O talk not of Ruin, thou Joy of my Heart, 

So long as we live, Love, we never will part, 

So ſure as I give thee this amorous Kiſs ; 

Then let me arrive to the Rapture of Bliſs, 

If ever I'm falſe or diſloyal to thee, 

May God's Divine Vengeance then fall upon me. 


The innocent Lady then ſtruck with ſurprize, 

Beſought him with ſorrowful Tears in her Eyes, 

That he would not tempt her to any ſuch thing, 

The which without queſtion her Ruin would bring ; 

Yet ſtill with new Arguments her he aſſail'd, 

Tho' long ſhe reſiſted, at length he prevail'd. * 
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" 
a. ——_— 
 — —— — CC ————— — —— 


[ 216 | 


He having obtained his earneſt Requeſt, 

She proved with Child; then with Sorrows oppreſt, 
He left her whom once he did ſeem to adore, 

And all his raſh Vows he regarded no more ; 

No Creature ſo falſe and deceitful as he 

That ſwears to be true, and yet perjur'd will be. 


The innocent Lady with Sorrows oppreſt, 

With Tears in her Eyes, and with ſobs from her Breaſt. 
She cry'd there's no Sorrow, no Sorrow like mine, 

O why had Sir William ſo baſe a Deſign ! 

Before I conſented, O that I had dy d 

I'm ruin'd, I'm ruin'd, I'm ruin'd, ſhe cry'd. 

Againſt you, Sir William, I needs muſt exclaim, 

You courted for Love, and have cloath'd mewith ſhame, 
A Sorrow which I am unable to bear, 

My Honour is gone, I will die in deſpair, 

And haunt you by Night with my wand'ring Ghoſt, 
That you may not have any reaſon to boaſt. 


You ſhall have no Pleaſure, but conſtantly find, 
The Cres of your Conſcience, the Trouble of Mind, 
Both ſleeping and waking, where-ever you go, 


For ſeeking my Ruin and ſad Overthrow, 


And breaking the. Vows that you ſolemnly made 
Before you my innocent Virtues betray'd. 


Retir'd from Friends, her cloſe Chamber ſhe kept, 
Where for her Misfortune ſhe bitterly wept, 

And finding her Folly ſhe no ways could hide, 
With Grief ſhe miſcarry'd, in Sorrow ſhe dy'd, 
Whoſe wand'ring Ghoſt then did often affright 
Her falſe-hearted Lover, and treacherous Knight. 


Sometimes to his Chamber at Midnight ſhe came, 

The Room being fill'd with a fiery Flame, 

Her trembling Ghoſt near the Curtains would ſtand, 

With either a Dagger or Sword in her Hand, 

As if ſhe would ſtab her falſe Knight where he lay, 

And then with a Shriek ſhe would vaniſh * 
ut 
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But once above all a ſtrange Groaning he heard, 
And trait with a Child in her Arms ſhe appear d, 
Which then on his Bed ſhe lay cloſe on his fide, 
It frighted him ſo, that he ſicken'd and dy'd 
Within a Week after the ſame he beheld ; 

To all that he told it, with Wonder were filFd. 


Now as in a frightful Condition he lay, 

To all his dear Friends he was pleaſed to ſay, 

I wronged a Lady, I needs muſt confeſs, 

And brought her to Sorrow, to Shame and Diſtreſs. 
And now ſince the Glaſs of my Life is near run, 
I'm going to anſwer for what I have done. 
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I was falſe to my Love, and my Oath I have broke, 
And Death he ſtands ready with one fatal ſtroke, 
To ſend me away, but I cannot tell where ; 

I have done amiſs, and muſt die in Deſpair : 

Let me be a Warning to all that ſhall hear | 
Of my Death, for being ſo falſe to my Dear. 
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William and Margaret. 


H EN all was wrapt in dark Midnight, 
And all were faſt a-ſleep, 

In glided Margret s grimly Ghoſt, 
And ftood at William's Feet. 


Her Face was like the April Morn, 
Clad in a wintry Cloud, 

And Clay cold was her Lilly Hand, 
That held her Sable Shrowd. 


So ſhall the faireſt Face appear, 
When Youth and Years are flown ; 
Such 1s the Robe that Kings muſt wear, 
When Death has reft their Crown. 


Her Bloom was like the ſpringing Flow'r, 
That fips the Silver Dew, ; 

The Roſe was budded in her Cheek, 
And opening to the View. 


But Love had like the Canker Worm, 
Confum'd her early Prime: 

The Roſe grew pale and left her Cheek ; 
She dy'd before her Time. 


Awake ſhe cry'd, thy true Love calls, 
Come from her Mid-night Grave ; 

Now let thy Pity hear the Maid, 
Thy Love refus'd to ſave. 


This 
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This is the mirk and fearful Hour, 
When injur'd Ghoſts complain ; 

Now dreary Graves give up their Dead, 
To haunt the faithleſs Swain. 


Bethink thee Milliam of thy Fault, 
Thy Pledge, and broken Oath, 
And give me back my Maiden Vow, 

And give me back my Troth. 


How could you ſay my Face was fair, 
And yet that Face forſake ? 

Hou could you win my Virgin Heart, 
Yet leave that Heart to break ? 


How could you promiſe Love to me, 
And not that Promiſe keep 

Why did you Swear mine Eyes were bright, 
Yet leave thoſe Eyes to weep ? 


How could you ſay my Lip was ſweet, 
And made the Scarlet pale 

And why did I, young witleſs Maid, 
Believe the flattering Tale 


That Face alas! no more is fair; 
Theſe Lips no longer red, 

Dark are mine Eyes now clos'd in Death, 
And ev'ry Charm is fled. 


The hungry Worm my Siſter is; 
This Winding-Sheet I wear, 

And cold and weary laſts our Night, 
Till that laſt Morn appear. 


But hark ! the Cock has warn'd me hence: 
A long and laſt ADIEU ! 

Come ſee, falſe Man, how low ſhe lies, 
That dy'd for Love of you. 


L 2 
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Now Birds did ſing and Morning ſmile, 
And ſhew her gliſtering Head 

Pale William ſhook in ev'ry Limb 
Then raving left his Bed. 


He hy d him to the fatal Place, 
Where Margaret's Body lay, 

And ftretch'd him on the green Graſs Turf, 
That wrapt her Breathleſs Clay. 


And thrice he call'd on Margared's name, 
And thrice he wept full ſore 


Then laid his Cheek to the cold Earth, 
And Word ſpake never more. 
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The Factors GARLAND. 


Tune of, De Wand'ring Lady. 


—— 


Boa here's a ditty, tis true and no jeſt, 
0 


Concerning a young Gentleman in the Eaſt, 
by his great gaming came to poverty, 
And afterwards went many Voyages to Sea. 


Being well educated and one of great Wit, 

Three Merchants of London they all thought it fit | 
To make him their Captain and Factor alſo, ; 
And for them to Turkey a Voyage he did go. 


And walking a long in the Streets there he found, 
A poor Man's dead Carcaſs lying on the ground. 
He asked the reaſon what made him there lye ; 
Then one of the Natives made him this reply, 


That Man was a Chriſtian, Sir, when he drew Breath, 
The Duties not being paid he lies above Earth. 
Why, What is your Duty the Factor he cry'd! 

It is Fifty pound Sir, the Turk he reply d. 


That is a great Sum, ſaid the Factor, indeed ; 

To ſee him lye here makes my Heart for to bleed : 
So then by this Factor the Money was paid, 

And then under Earth his dead Carcaſs was laid. 


When having gone farther he chanc'd to eſpy 
A beautiful Creature juſt going to die, 
A young Waiting-Maiden who ſtrangled muſt be, 
For nothing but ſtriking a Turtiſi Lady. 
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To think of her dying with dread ſhe was fill'd ; 
And Rivers of Tears then like Water diſtill'd, 
Like a Stream or Fountain from her Eyes flow'd down 
Her red Roſy Cheeks, and from thence to the Ground. 


Hearing what the Crime was, he to end the Strife, 
Said, What muſt I give for this young Creature's Life 
The anſwer returned was a Hundred pound, 

The which for her Pardon he freely laid down. 


He faid come fair Creature, thy weeping refrain, 
And be of good comfort thou ſhalt not be lain ; 
Behold I have purchas'd thy Pardon, Wilt thee 


Be willing to go into England with me 


She cry'd Sir, I thank you who-freed me from Death, 
I am bound to pray for you as long as I've Breath, 
And if you are willing to Zng/and Tl go, 

And due reſpects to you until Death I will ſhow. 


He brought her to Zondon where, as it is ſaid, 
He ſet up Houſe-keeping, and ſhe was his Maid, 
For to wait upon him; and finding her juſt, 
With the Keys of his Riches he did her intruſt. 


At length this young Factor was hired once more 
To croſs the proud Waves and Billows which roar, 
And into that Country his courſe was to ſteer, 
Which by his Maid's Father was govern'd we hear. 


Being a hot Country this Man did prepare, 

To get fine light Robes for that Country-wear. 

He bought a Silk-Waſt-coat which, as it is told, 
3 His Servant flounſhed with Silver and Gold. 


She ſaid unto him, Maſter, I do underſtand, 

You are going Factor unto ſuch a Land, 

And if you that Prince's Court do enter in, 

Be ſure that you let this flouriſh'd Garment be _ 
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He ſaid unto that Prince's Court I muſt go, 
The meaning of thy Words I long to know. 
Sir, I'll not tell you, there's ſome reaſon you'll find 
With that he reply'd, I will fulfill thy Mind. 


Then away he failed and came to the Port, 
The Factor he went to the Emperor's Court ; 
For it was the uſual cuſtom of that Place, 

For to preſent ſome noble Thing to his Grace. 


His Gift was accepted, and as he ſtood by, 

On this flower'd Garment the Prince caſt an Eye, 
Which cauſed him to colour, and thus he did ſay, 
Friend, who flower'd that Robe, tell me now I pray. 


If pleaſe your Grace my laſt Voyage was to 7urkey, 
Where I ſaw a Creature that ſtrangled muſt be, 

And to ſave her Life, I gave an Hundred pound, 
And carry'd her home with me to fair Zondon Town. 


There ſhe is my Houſe-keeper while Tm in this Land, 
And when of my coming ſhe did underſtand, 

She flower'd this Robe, and gave charge unto me, 
To let it be ſeen by your great Majeſty. 


The Prince cry'd behold Friend, this Robe that I wear 
Is of the ſame Flower and Spot I dare ſwear, 

Thy Maid wrought them both, and 'tis my darling 
I have not heard of her till now this three Year ; (dear 


To pay a viſit to ſome young neighbouring Prince, 
I ſent her into a Ship, and ne'er ſee her ſince, 

And I was afraid the Sea had proved her Grave, 
But I hear to Turkey ſhe was taken a Slave. 


For loſs of my Child who I thought had been dead, 
A Well full of Tears in my Court has been ſhed ; 

My Princeſs her Mother for her could not reſt, 

And her groans drew Millions of ſighs from my Breaſt. 
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| Thy Ship ſhall be richly laden with ſpeed, - 
| And I'll ſend a Ship for thy Convoy indeed, 
| þ And becauſe thou ſaveſt my Child's Liſe, 
Bring her alive home, I'll make her thy Wife. 


And if you ſhould not live to bring her to me, 
That Man that brings her home his Bride ſhe ſhall be, 
And a Hundred thouſand a Year he ſhall have, 
Therefore take care my dear Child's Life to ſave. 


The Ship being laden their Anchor was weighing, 
And he and his Convoy came over the Main, 
To fair Zondon City and home he did go, 


4 And gave this young Princeſs theſe tydings to know. 


He ſaid noble Lady I have good news to tell, 

The old Prince your Father and Mother are well, 
And your noble Parents this thing have deſign'd, 
In the Bands of Wedlock we both ſhall be join'd. 


Perhaps noble Lady you will not be free, 

To marry a poor Man eſpecially me. 

Sir, were you a Beggar, I would be your Wife, 
- Becauſe when juſt dying you ſaved my Life. 


I ne'er ſhall forget that great token of Love, 
Of all Men now breathing I prize you above, 
And ſince it is ſo order'd I am pleaſed I vow, 
And glad my Father this thing doth allow. 


Pray ſell off your Goods that you have now in ſtore, 
And give all the Money to thoſe that are poor, 

And let us be jogging with ſpeed o'er the Main, 
For I long to ſee my Parents again. 


This thing was ſoon done and ſhe ſailed away, 

In that Ship her Father ſent for his Convoy. 

But mark what was acted on the Ocean wide, 
> To depnve this Factor of his Royal Bride. 


That 
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That Captain that convoy d him over the deep, 

One Night as the Factor, was laid in his ſleep, 
Being under ſail Over- board did him throw, 

Saying now I fhall have this young Creature I know. 


There happen'd to be a ſmall. Ifland at hand, 
To which this Factor ſwam as I underſtand, 
And there I will leave him ſome time for to mourn, 
And unto his Ship now again I will turn. - 


Next morning as ſoon as Day light did peep, 
He waked this young Princeſs out of her Sleep, 
And faid noble Lady the Factor's not here, 
He's fallen over-board and drown'd I fear. 


To hear this ſad News then her Eyes they did flow, 
He ſaid noble Lady now ſince it is ſo, 

There's none here can help it, don't troubled be: 

In two or three Days you your Parents ſhall ſee. 


And when that ſhe came to the deſired Port, 

This Princeſs went weeping to her Father's Court, 
Who gladly receiv'd her with Joy and great Mirth ; 
Saying, Where is the Man that freed thee from Death! 


The Captain reply'd as we lay faft aſleep, 

He fell over-board, and was drown'd in the deep. 
Your Grace ſaid that Man that home did her bring, 
Shou'd have her, and I hope you'll perform the thing. 


Yes, that was my promiſe the Prince he reply d, 
What ſay'ſt thou my Daughter wilt thou be his Bride? 
She ſaid, yes, dear Father; but firſt if you pleaſe, 

For him that ſav'd my Life I'll mourn Forty Days. 


Then into cloſe mourning this Lady ſhe went, 
For loſs of this good Fnend in Tears to lament ; 
And there I will leave her to mourn for a while, 
And turn to the Factor who is left on the Ifle. 
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In this deſart Iſland the Factor he lay, 

In flood of Tears weeping a Night and a Day, 
At length on the Ocean appear'd to his view, 
A little Old Man padling in a Cannoe. 


The Factor call'd to him, which caus'd him to ſtay, 
And drawing near to him the Old Man did ſay, _ 
Friend, how cam'ſt thou here ? Then with Eyes on did 
(flow 
He told him his Secrets, and where he wou'd go. ; 


The Old Man faid to him if here thou doſt lye, 

With Grief and great Sorrow in ſhort time thou _— 
| ye, 

What wilt thou give, and to Court I'll be thy guide ? 

I have nothing to give you this Factor reply'd. 


If thou wilt but promiſe and be true to me, 
To give me the firſt Babe that's born unto thee. | 
When Thirty Months old, to that Court I'll thee 


| 3 
P'l not releaſe you without that very thing. 


The Factor conſider d that thing wou'd cauſe grief, 
And without it for him there was no relief ; 

He cry'd Life is ſweet, and my Life to ſave, 

Carry me to that Palace, your Will you ſhall have. 


So then he was carry'd to that Court, and when 
Come under the Gate he ſaw his Lady then 
Looking out at her Window, who ſeeing him there 
From Sorrow to great Joy tranſported ſhe were. 


He unto the Court was with great Joy received, 
Where this Lady met him, who for him had griev'd 
And ſaid, my dear Jewel, my Joy and my Dear, 
Oh! Where have you tarry'd, pray let me hear 


Where he ſo long tarry'd he then did relate, 
And by what means he came to her Father's Gate. 


He 
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He ſaid, I was caſt over- board in my Sleep, 
I think 'twas the Captain threw me in the deep. 


With that the Captain was ſent for with ſpeed, 
And hearing the Factor was come there indeed, 
To ſhow himſelf guilty like a cruel Knave, 
Leap'd into the Ocean , which proved his Grave. 


Next Day with great triumph and joy as we find, 
This Factor and Lady in Marriage was join'd ; 
And within the compaſs and ſpace of two Years, 
They had a fine Son and a Daughter we hear. 


The Son was firſt born a perfect Beauty, 

And was belov'd of the whole Family, 

When zo Months old, came that Man for his Child, 
Who releaſed the Father from that Deſart Iſle. 


When the Factor ſee him his Eyes they did flow, 
Then he gave this Lady and her Parents to know, 
He was forced to make him that promiſe, or lye 
In the Deſart, till he with Hunger did die. 


With a grimly look then this Old Man appears, 
Which made the Court tremble, and filld em with 

ing, What ſhall we do for this is no Man, (fears, 
He will have our Darling, do all what we can! 


He ſaid 'twas my promiſe, and I'll have my due, 
There is one Babe for me, and another for you; 
I will have your firſt born, come give it to me : 
With that all the Family wept bitterly. 


The Babe's Mother cry'd, I am griev'd to the Heart, 
To think I with ſuch a dear Infant muſt part, 

To one that will carry it the Lord knows where, 
And perhaps in pieces my darling will tear. 


With that ſhe embrac'd it, and down the Tears fell, 
And when having kiſſed it ſhe bid it farewel ; 


Saying, 
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Saying, 'tis for the ſake of my Husband and I, 
We part with our firſt born, tho' for it we die. 


So then this S_ Ghoſt to her Husband did ſay, 
Sir, do you remember in Turtcy one Day, 

You ſaw a dead Body lying on the Ground, 

And to have it buried gave Fifty Pound. 


Sir, I am the Spirit of that dead body, 

I ſaved your Life for that great Love ſhown to me, 
You may keep your Child, ſo the Lord bleſs you all ; 
Then away he vaniſhed out of the Hall. 


Being gone the Old Prince and his Princeſs likewiſe, 
The Babe's tender Parents with Tears in their Eyes, 
With Joy they embrac'd that darling their Son, 
Crying Child hadft thou left us we had been undone. 


Now I will leave the Court full of Joy and much Mirth, 
To love one another while God gives them Breath, 
And now on the Factor we may ſee indeed, 

No Mortal can prevent what the Fates have decreed. 


1D 
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The Story, or rather the Fable of 1 O, we owe 
to Ovid. She was the Daughter of Inachus, 
a handſome Wench, whom Jupiter meeting 
in his way, as he was rambling upon Earth, 


perſwaded her to walk with him out of the 


heat of the Sun into a ſhady Grove, where, * 


when he had got her, he rats d a thick black 
Cloud round 'em, & Rapuit Pudorem, 
ſays our Poet. Juno ſeeing the Cloud, fuſ- 
petted this was one of her Husband's tricks, 
for he lad a pretty many of em, and diſpell d 
the Cloud, but before ſhe cou'd do it, Jupiter 
to conceal his Love, changed her into a Cow. 
Juno vod not be thus diſappointed of her 
Revenge, but commended the beautiful Hei fer 
much, and had a fancy to her, and Jupiter 
durſt not, as he valued hus Quiet, refuſe her ; 
the zealous Goddes/s deliver d her over to the 
Cuſtody of Argus, who watch'd her very 
carefully, and was very capable of doing it, 
for he had a Hundred Eyes, and never leſs 
than Fifty of em open at once. Here fol- 
_ lows in Ovid the deſeription of her fur prize 
and fear, when ſhe ſaw the Metamorphofes 
of her Perſon, and heard her Voice, whach 


our Poet has deſcribed in the 7th, 8th, i, 
and 
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and 10th Stanzas. Jupiter, not able to ſee 
her confined ſo cloſe as Argus kept her, em- 
ploy'd Mercury, who had the honour of being 
tus Pimp General, to deliver her : Mercury 
arfgurſed himſelf in a Shepherd's Habit, and 


finds means to get acquainted with Argus; 


he told him Jome finelong Stories, ſung Songs, 
and play d upon his Pipe, till he lull d every 
ye to ſleep, and then he ſlew him ; but Juno 
in compaſſion changed him into a Peacock, 
and placed the Eyes upon his Tail. Mean 
while poor uxorious Jupiter wheedled his Wife 
till he had got her into a good humour, and 
then begg'd that I O might be reſtored to her 
former Shape, whichwasatlaſt granted,after 
the God had Swore by Styx, and all the 
bloody Oaths he cou'd think of, that he wou'd 
not have any thing more to ſay to her. The 
Nymph provd with Child,and ather delivery 
was freed from thoſe Terrors ſhe was under, 
inſtead of being got with Child, /he was 
got with Calf ; for this is not the invention 
of our Country Man : Ovid tells us, Ina- 
chus was under the ſame Apprehen/ion when 
he cryd, Nunc de Grege Natus habendus ; 
and in due time ſhe was deliver d of Epa- 
phus. 7hus much for the Fable: As to the 
Song it /elf, lis unneceſjary to ſay any thing 
of it, thoſe who have any reliſh for true Hu- 
mour, will think it wants no Commendation. 
As for thoſe who have not, [ ſhall uſe but 
one Argument to convince 'em of its Beauty, 


and that's our old Academial Proof ; Iſpe 


/ dixit 
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dixit, for hade often heard it commended 


as an excellent Song, by the beſt Fudge in 
England. 


OU Maidens fair draw nigh and hear, 
For a wonderful Story I'll tell you now, 
How /nachus loſt his Daughter dear; 
Poor Girl ſhe was turned into a Cote, 
With a fal lal la, &c. 


This Virgin's Name it was 70 height, 
As the Clark in the Pariſh-Book does ſay, 
A Maiden ſo fair, ſo fine and ſo bright; 
You ſhall not ſee in a Summer's Day. 
With a fal lal la, &c. 


Her Father was one of the River Gods, 
And the Waters of Severn he only look'd after ; 
But better it had been for him by odds, 


This once to have watch'd his Daughter's Water. 
With a fal lal la, &c. 


For ſhe was the Off-ſpring of a River, 
As moſt of our ancient Records tell; 
And the beſt Commendation that they cou'd give her 
Was that ſhe made Water wond'rous well. 
With her fal lal la, &c. 


At which one Day when Jupiter found her, 

A Whoreſon very much given to the Vice, 
He took her and laid her as flat as a Flounder, 
And whip'd off her Maidenhead in a trice, 

With his fal lal la, &c. 


And to hide it from Funo his Wife, 
As arrant a Scold as ever was born ; 
What did he do for a quiet Life ; 
But poor 70 into a Cow did transform. 
With a fal lal la, &c. 
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The firſt thing that troubled her was her Pallat, 
So mightily chang'd ſhe cou'd not tell how; 
For nothing wou'd down with her now but a Sallet, 


And ſhe cou'd eat Graſs as well as a Cow. 
With a fal, &c. 


Then finding a rumbling in her Belly, 
And letting a Fart as loud as a Gun, 
Her Trouble impoſſible tis for to tell you, 


She fancied poor Maid ſhe was quite undone. 
With a fal lal la, &c. 


Alas poor Maid, and more beguil'd 
Than ever was Virgin ſure by half; 
O' my Conſcience, inſtead of getting me with Child, 
This raſcally Rogue he has got me with Calf. 
With his fal lal la, &c. 


And then letting drop a ſomething behind, 
And turning her ſelf about for to ſee't, 
Inſtead of the Cough ſhe expected to find, 
"Twas as flat a Cow-t-d as ever was ſh-t. 

With a fal lal la, &c. 


And now you Maidens all beware, 
Whether of City, Country, or Court ; 
Of this to take eſpecial Care, 
And ſee that you be not Cow'd at the Sport. 
With your jal lal la, &c. 


And for the marryd Woman ſhe will, 
Of this my Counſel will allow ; 
Rather to make her Husband a Hull, 
Than ſuffer her Husband to make her a Cow. 
With his fal lal la, &c. 
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OU Ladds, and you Laſſes, that live at long Lete, 
Where they lay, there's no end of good Drink, 


(and good Meat ; 
Where the Poor. fill their Bellies, and the Rich re- 


(ceive Honour ; 


So Great and ſo Good is the Lord of that Mannour, 
Derry Down, ay 


You Nymphs, and you Fauns, that inhabit this Place, 
I pray you give Ear to a Fiddle's hard Caſe : 

It is of a Fiddle, ſweet Fiddle, I Sing, 

But Sweeter, and Softer, ſure never wore String, 


Derry, &c. 


Melpomene, Lend me the Aid of thine Art, 

While I, the ſad Fate of a Fiddle impart; 

For never poor Fiddle had Fortune ſo bad, 

Which ſhews the beſt Things, the worſt Fortune have 
(had. Derry, &c. 


But firſt, I muſt Sing of this Fiddle's Country; 
Twas born, and bred up in fair /aly, 

In a Town where a Mareſchal of France did miſhap, 
Fortune de la Guerre, to be caught in a Trap, Derry, &c. 


And now I have Sung of this Fiddle's high Birth, 


I muſt Sing of the Fingers which made ſo much Mirth ; 


But Fingers ſo ftrait, fo fwift and ſo ſmall, 

Shou'd be ſung by a Poet, or not ſung at all. Derry. &c. 
But I am nought elſe but a poor Country Swain, 
And cannot indite in ſo lofty a Strain ; 5 
8 t 
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But the beſt I can ſay, I tell you once more, 
Such Hands, and ſuch Fingers, I ne'er ſaw before. 
(Derry, &c. 


Theſe Hands and theſe Fingers, and Fiddle together, 
Wou'd make heavy Hearts grow as light as a Feather ; 
Such a ſight for to ſee, and Muſick to hear, 

It delighted the Eye, while it raviſh'd the Ear. 


(Derry, &c. 


And now I have ſung of this Fiddle I trow, 

You will hold it but meet, I ſhou'd Sing of the Bow; 
The Bow was of Zöbon, whoſe Virtue was ſuch, 

That it wounded the Heart, while the Ear it did 


(touch. Derry, &c. 


Cupid fain wou'd have changed his Bow for a while, 
To whom the Coy Nymph did reply with a Smile ; 
Quoth ſhe, mine is better than yours I'll appeal ; 
Yours only can kill, mine can both kill and heal. 
(Derry, &c. 


This Fiddle of Fiddles, when it came to be tried, 
Was as ſweet as a Larke, and as ſoft as Bride ; 

But oh ! when 1 ſhall its Cataſtrophe Sing, 

Your Hearts they will bleed, and your Hands you 


(will wring. Derry, &c. 


| This Fiddle by chance, it was laid in a Chair, 

Taking all for its Friends that its Muſick did hear; ; 

When in came a ſwinging huge Maſculine Bum, 

I wiſh the De'il had it to make him a Drum. 
(Derry, &c. 


Then woe to the Bum that the Fiddle demoliſh'd, 
Which has all our Pleaſures and Paſtime aboliſh'd ; 
May it never want Birch to be ſwig'd and be ſlaſh'd, 
May it ever be Itching, but never be ſcratch'd. 
_ (Derry, &c. 


i For 
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For eery Bum ſcape may this bear the blame, | 
And ne'er ſhew its bare Face, without Sorrow and 
(Shame, 
May it never find Cuſhion its anguiſh to eaſe, 
While all is too little my Wrath to appeaſe, 
(Derry, &c. 


May it never break Wind in the Cholick ſo grievous, 
A Pennance too ſmall for a Crime ſo miſchievous : 
May it never mount Horſeback without loſs of Leather, 
Which brings me almoſt to the end of my Feather. 


(Derry, &c. 
Now ſhou'd ſome grave Critick of deep Penetration, 
Fall upon my poor Ballad with wiſe Annotation ; 
Let the Fop be told this, without ſpeaking a Riddle, 
Let him firſt make a better, or kiſs my Bum-Fiddle. 
Derry Down, Down, and hey Derry Down. 


ys 


Wilham 


The Broom of Cowdenknow. 


Ow blyth ilk Morn was I to ſee 
The Swain come o'er the Hill? 

He skipt the Burn, and flew to me 

I met him with good Will. 
O the Broom, the bonny, bonny Broom, 
The Broom of Cowdenknows ; 
1 wiſh I were with my dear Swain, 

With his Pipe and my Ews. 


I neither wanted Ew nor Lamb, 

While his Flock near me lay; 

He gather'd in my Sheep at Night, 
And chear'd me a' the Day. 

O the Broom, &c. 


HE tun'd his Pipe and Reed ſae ſweet, 
The Burds ſtood liſtning by ; 

Even the dull Cattle ſtood and gaz'd, 
Charm'd with his Melody. 

O the Broom, &c. | 


WHILE thus we ſpent our Time by Turns, 
Betwixt our Flocks and Play ; 

I envy'd not the faireſt Dame, 
Tho' ne'er ſae rich and gay. 

O the Broom, &c. 


HARD Fate that I ſhou'd baniſh'd be, 
Gang heavily and mourn, 

Becauſe I lov'd the kindeſt Swain 
That ever yet was born. 

O the Broom, &c. 
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He did oblige me ev'ry Hour, 
Cou'd I but faithfu' be? 

He ſtaw my Heart, cou'd I refuſe 
What e'er he ask'd of me? 

O the Broom, &c. 


My Doggie and my little Kit 
That held my wee Soup Whey, 

My Plaidy, Broach and crooked Stick, 
May now ly uſeleſs by. 

O the Broom, &c. 


Adieu, ye Cowdenknows, adieu, 
Farewel a' Pleaſures there, 

Ye Gods reſtore to me my Swain, 
Is a' I crave or care. 

O the Broom, the bonny, bonny Broom, 
The Broom of Cowdenknows ; 

1 wiſh were with my dear Swain, 
With his Pipe and my E105. 


Muirland 


— 


Muirland Willie. 


Arken and I will tell you how 
Young Muirland Willie came to woo, 
o he cou'd neither ſay nor do, 
The Truth I tell to you. 
But ay he cries, What e'er betide, 
Maggy Tſe ha'e her to be my Bride. 
With a fal dal, &c. 


On his gray Vad as he did ride, 
With Durk and Piſtol by his Side, 
He prick d her on wi mikle Pride, 

WY mikle Mirth and Glee. 

Out o'er yon Moſs, out o'er yon Muir, 


Till he came to her Dady's Door, 


With a fal dal, &c. 


Goodman, quoth he, be ye within, 
I'm come your Doghter's Love to win, 
I no for making mikle Din, 
t Anſwer gr ye me? 
Now Wooer, quoth he, wou'd ye light down, 
I'fe gre ye might Doghter's Love to win, 
With a fal dal, &c. 


Now Wooer fin ye are lighted down, 
Where do ye won, or in what Town, 
I think my Doghter winna gloom, 

On ſiken a Lad as ye. 
The Wooer he ſtep'd up the Houſe, 
And wow but he was wond'rous crouſe, 
With a fal, &c. | | 
I have 
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I have three Owſen in a Pleugh, 
Twa good gan Yads and Gear enough, 
The Place they ca' it Cadeneugh, 

I ſcorn to tell a Lie. 

Beſides I had frae the great Laird, 
A Peat Pat and a Lang-kail Yard, 
With a fal, &c. 


The Maid pat on her Kirtle brown, 
She was the braweſt in a' the Town, 
I wat on him ſhe did na gloom, 

But blinkit bonnilie. 
The Lover he ſtended up in haſte, 
And gripit her hard about the Waiſt, 
With a fal, &c. 


To win your Love, Maid, I'm come here; 
I'm young and hae enough o' Gear, 
And for my ſell ye need na fear, 

Troth try me whan ye like. 
He took aff his Bonnet and ſpat in hisChew, 
He dighted his Gab and he pri'd her Mou' 
With a fal, &c. 


The Maiden bluſht and bing'd fu' law, 
She had na Will to ſay him na, 
But to her Dady ſhe left it a', 

As they twa could agree 
The Lover he ga'e her the tither Kiſs, 
Syne ran to her Dady and telld him this, 
With a fal, &c. 


Your Doghter wad na ſay me na, 
But to your ſel ſhe has left it a 
As we could gree between us twa, 

Say what'll ye gi' me wi' her. 
Now Wooer, quo' he, I ha'e no Mikle, 
But ſiks I ha'e ye's get a Pikle, 
With a fat, &c. 

17 


A Kilnfu 
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A Kilnfu' of Corn I'll gre to thee, 
Three Soums of Sheep, twa good Milk Ky, 
Ye's ha'e the Wadding Dinner free, 

Troth I dow do na Mair. 

Content, quo' he, a Bargain be't, 
I'm far frae hame, make haſte let's do't, 
With a fal, &c. 


The Bridal Day it came to paſs, 
WY mony a blythſome Lad and Laſs, 
But ſicken a Day there never was, 

Sic Mirth was never ſeen. 
This winſom Couple ſtraked Hands, 
Meſs Jom ty'd up the Marriage Bands, 
With a fal, &c. 


* ame 
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And our Bride's Maidens were na few, 
WY Tap-Knots, a' in blew, 
Frae Tap to Tae they were braw new, 
And blinked bonnilie. 
Their Toys and Mutches were ſae clean, 
They glanced in our Ladſes Een, 
With a fal, &c. 


Sic Hirdum, Dirdum, and fic Din, 
WY he o'er her and ſhe o'er him, 
The Minſtrels they did never blin, 
WY mikle Mirth and Glee. 
And ay they bobit and ay they beckt, 
And ay their Wames together met, 
With a fat, &c. 
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The Laſs of Peatie's Mill. 


HE Laſs of Hrati“ s Mill, 
So bonny, blyth and gay, 
In ſpite of all my Skill, 
Hath ſtole my Heart away. 


DAM 


N 2 8 n 
— — * 
e — — 


When tedding of the Hay ' | 
Bare-headed on the Green, | 
Love midſt her Locks did play, iſ 
And wanton'd in her Een. * 


ad 
—— 
— — 
—— 
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Her Arms white, round and ſmooth, 

Breaſts riſing in their Dawn, 

To Age it wou'd give Youth, 

To preſs 'em with his Hand. 

Thro' all my Spirits ran 

An Extaſy of Bliſs, 

When I ſuch Sweetneſs fand 

Wrapt in a balmy Kiſs. 


Without the Help of Art, 
Like Flowers which grace the Wild, 
She did her Sweets impart, 
NE When e'er ſhe ſpoke or ſmil'd. 
Her looks they were ſo mild, 
She me to Love beguiFd, 
I wiſh'd her for my Bride. 


O had I all that Wealth 
Hoptoun's high Mountains fill, 


M Infur'd 
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Inſur'd long Life and Health, 
And Pleaſures at my Will; 
I'd promiſe and fulfill, 

That none but bony ſhe, 

The Laſs of Peattie's Mill 
Shou'd ſhare the ſame wi' me. 


Beſſy 


Beſſy Bell aud Mary Gray. 


Bey Bell and Mary Gray, 

They are twa bonny Laſſes, | 
They bigg'd a Bower on yon Burn brae, 
And theek'd it o'er wi' Raſhes. 
Fair Bey Bell I loo d Yeſtreen, 
And thought I ne er cou'd altar: 
But Mary Gray's twa pawky Een, 
They gar my Fancy falter. 


Now By Hair's like a Lint Tap, 
She ſmiles like a May Morning, 
When Phebus ſtarts frae Zhetis Lap, 
The Hills with Rays adorning : 
White is her Neck, ſaft is her Hand, 
Her Waſte and Feet's fow genty, 
With ilka Grace ſhe can command, 
Her Lips, O wow ! theyre dainty. 


And Mary's Locks are like the Craw, 
Her Eye like Diamonds glances, 
She's ay ſa clean, redd up and braw, 
She kills wen eber ſhe dances : 
Blyth as a Kid, with Wit at Will, 
She blooming tight and tall is ; 
And guides her Airs ſae gracefu' (till, 
O Fove! ſhe's like thy Hallas. 


Dear By Bell and Mary Gray, 
Ye unco' ſair oppreſs us: 
Our Fancies jee between you twa, 
Ve are ſic bonny Laſſes: 


M 2 
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Wae's me ! for baith I canna get, 

To ane by Law we're ſtented ; 
Then I'll draw Cuts, and take my Fate, 
And be with ane contented. 
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Bony CHRIST V 


Sweet taſte the Peach and Cherry ; 
nting and Order pleaſe our Een, 
And Claret makes us merry : - 
But fineſt Colours, Fruits and Flowers, 
And Wine, tho' I be thirſty, 
Loſe a' their Charms and weaker Powers 
* Compar'd with thoſe of Cihri/ty. 


H OW ſweetly ſmells the Simmer green ? 
ai 
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When wandring o'er the flow'ry Park, 
No nat'ral Beauty wanting ; 

How lightſome is't to hear the Lark, 
And Birds in Conſort chanting : 

But if my Ciri/ly tunes her Voice, 
Pm rap't in Admiration, 

My Thoughts with Extaſies rejoice, 

And drap the hale Creation. 


When e'er ſhe ſmiles a kindly Glance, 
I take the happy Omen, 

And aften mint to take Advance, 
Hoping ſhe'll prove a Woman : 

But dubious of my ain Deſert, 

My Sentiments I ſmother, 

With ſecrets Sighs I vex my Heart, 

For fear ſhe love another. 


Thus ſang blate Zdze by a Burn, 
His Chri/ty did o'erhear him, 

She doughtna let her Lover mourn, 
But eer he wiſt drew near him. 

She ſpake her Favour with a Look, 
Which left nae Room to doubt her. 
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He wiſely this white Minute took, 
And flang his Arms about her. 


My Chri/ly —witneſs, bony Stream, 
Sic Joys frae Tears ariſing, 

I with this may na be a Dream 
O Love the maiſt ſurpriſing ! 

Time was too precious now for Tauk, 
This Point of a' his Wiſhes, 

He wadna with ſet Speeches bauk, 
But wair'd it a on Kiſſes. 
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Scornfſu NANSY. 


Anſy's to the Green Wood gane, 
To hear the Gowd/pinks chatring, 
And Willie he has followed her, 
To win her Love by flat' ring: 
But a' that he cou'd ſay or do, 
She geck'd and ſcorned at him, 
And ay when he began to woo, 
She bad him mind wha gat him. 
What ails ye at my Dad, quoth he, 
My Minny or my Aunty, 
With Crowdy Mowdy they fed me, 
Lang-Kail and Ranty Taunty : 
With Bannocks of good Barly Meal, 
Of thae there was right Plenty, 
With chapped Stocks fou butter'd well, 
And was not that right dainty. 


Altho my Father was nae Laird, 
"Tis Dafine to be vaunty, 17 
He keepit ay a good Kail Vard, | | | 
A Ha' Houſe and a Pantrie: | | 
A good blew Bonnet on his Head, wi 
An Owrlay 'bout his Cragy, 19 
And ay antif the Day he died, 1 
He rade on good Shanks Nagy. 19 


Now Wae and Wander on your Snout, : 
Wad ye ha'e bony Vany, v1 | 

Wad ye compare ye'r ſell to me, 1} 
A Docken till a Tanſie. 1 


M 4 | I have 
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I have a Woer of my ain, 
They ca' him ſouple Sandy, 
And well I wat his bony Mou 
Is ſweet like Sugar-Candy. 


Wow Vany what needs a' this Din, 
Do I not ken this Sandy? 
I'm ſure the Chief of a' his Kin 
Was Fab the Beggar Randy: 
His Minny Meg upo her Back 
Bare baith him and his Billy ; 
Will ye compare a-naſty Pack 
To me your winſome Hy. 


My Gutcher left a good braid Sword, 
Tho! it be auld and ruſty, 

Yet ye may take it on my Word, 
It is baith ſtout and truſty ; 

And if I can but get it drawn, 
Which will be right uneaſy, 

I ſhall lay baith my Lugs in Pawn, 
That he ſhall get a Heezy. 


Then Vany turn'd her round about, 
And ſaid did Sandy hear ye, 
Ye wadna miſs to get a Clout, 
I ken he diſna fear ye : 
Sae had ye're Tongue and ſay nae maar, 
Set ſomewhere elſe your Fancy 
For as lang's Sandy's to the fore 
Ye never ſhall get Vany. 


Slighted 


L. Slighted VA VSV. 


To the Tune of Die Kirk wad let me be. 


And ither ſeven better to mak, 
And yet for a' my new Gowns, 
My Wooer has turn'd his Back. 
Beſides I have ſeven Milk Ky, 
And Sandy he has but three; 
And yet for a' my good Ky, 
The Laddie winna ha'e me. 


My Dady's a Delver of Dikes, 
My Mither can Card and Spin, 
And I am a fine ſodgel Laſs, 
And the Siller comes linkin in, 
The Siller comes linkin in, 
And it is ſou fair to ſee, 
And fifty Times wow ! O wow ! 
What ails the Lads at me. 


When ever our Bauty does bork, 
Then faſt to the Door I rin, 
To ſee gin ony young Spark 
Will light and venture but in 
But never a ane will come in, 
Tho' mony a ane gaes by, 
FSyne far Ben the Houſe I rin, 
And a weary Wight am I. 


* I have ſeven braw new Gowns, 


When I was at my firſt Pray'rs, 
I pray'd but anes rthe Year, 


M 5 I wiſh'd 
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I wiſh'd for a handſome young Lad, 
And a Lad with muckle Gear. 
When I was at my neiſt Prayers, 
I pray'd but now and than, 
I faſl'd na my Head about Gear, 
If I gat a handſome young Man. 


Now when I'm at my laſt Prayers, 
I pray on baith Night and Day, 

And O if a Beggar wad come, 
With that ſame Beggar I'd gae. 

And O and what'll come o'me, 
And O and what'll I do, 

That fic a braw Laſſie as I 
Shou'd die for a Wooer I trow. 


LI. 


LI. Down the Burn Dae. 


And Broom bloom'd fair to ſee : 
n Mary was complete fifteen, 
And Love laugh'd in her Eye, 
Blyth Davies Blinks her Heart did move 
To f her Mind thus free, 
Gang the Burn Davie, Love, 


W HEN Trees did bud and Fields were green, 
e 


Now Davie did each Lad ſurpaſs od 
That dwelt on this B 37 

And Mary was the bonmieſt Laſs, 
Juſt meet to be a Bnde; 

Her Cheeks were roſie red and white, 
Her Een were bonny blue ; 

Her Looks were like Aurora bright, 
Her Lips like dropping Dew. 


As down the Burn they took their way, 
What tender Tales they faid ; 

His Cheeks to hers he aft did lay, 
And with her Boſom play'd, 

Till baith at length impatient grown, 
To be mair fully bleſt, 

In yonder Vale they lean'd them down ; 
Love only ſaw the reſt. 


What 'paſs'd, I gueſs, was harmleſs Play, 
And naething ſure unmeet ; 


For, 
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They lik'd a wa'k ſac ſweet ; 
And that they aften ſhould return 


Sic Pleaſure to renew. 
Quoth Mary, Love, I like the Burn, 
And aye ſhall follow you. 
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LII. The Buſh aboon 7raguazr. 


EAR me, ye Nymphs, and every Swain, 
TI tell how Peggy gneves me, 
Tho' thus I languiſh, thus complain, 
Alas, ſhe ne'er believes me. 
My Vows and Sighs lik filent Air, 
Unheeded never move her ; 
At the bonny Buſh aboon Zraguarr, 
"Twas there I firſt did love her. 


That Day ſhe ſmil'd, and made me glad, 
No Maid ſeem'd ever kinder, 
I thought myſelf the lackieſt Lad, 
So ſweetly there to find her. 
I try d to ſooth my am'rous Flame, 
In Words that I thought tender : 
If more there paſs'd, I'm not to blame, 
I meant not to offend her. 


Yet now ſhe ſcornful flies the Plain, 
The Fields we then frequented, 

If e'er we meet, ſhe ſhews Diſdain, 
She looks as ne'er acquainted. 

The bonny Buſh bloom'd fair in May, 
Its Sweets I'll ay remember ; 

But now her Frowns make it decay, 
It fades as in December. 


Ye Rural Powers, who hear my Strains, 
Why thus ſhould Peggy gneve me ? 


Oh ! 
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Oh ! make her Partner in my Pains, 


Then let her Smiles relieve me. 
If not, my Love will turn Deſpair, 
My Paſſion no more tender ; 

I'll leave the Buſh aboon Zraguarr, 
To lonely Wilds I'll wander. 


of 


LIII. 


Maggie's Tocher. 


To its ain Tune. 


H E Meal was dear ſhort ſyne, 
We buckkd as a' the gither ; 
And Magie was in her Prime, 
When Willy made Courtſhip till her. 
Twa Piſtals charged begueſs, 
To gr ve the courting Shot; 
And ſyne came ben the Laſs, 
WY Swats drawn frae the Butt. 
He firſt ſpeer'd at the Guidman, 
And ſyne at Giles the Mither, 
And ye wad gi's a bit Land, 
We'd buckle us een the gither, Jo. 


My Daughter ye fall hae, 
I'll g'you her be the Hand; 
But I'll part wi' my Wife be my Fae, 
Or I part wi' my Land. 
Your Tocher it ſall be good, 
There's n ane ſall ha'e its Maik, 
The Laſs bound in her Snood, 
And Crummie wha kens her Stake: 
With an auld Pedden o' Claiths, 
Was left me be my Mither, 
They're jet black o'er wi' Fleas, 
Ye may cudle in them the gither, Jo. 
Ye ſpeak right well, Guidman, 
But ye maun mend your Hand, 
And think o' Modeſty, 
Gin ye'll no quat your Land : 
18 a We 
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We are but young ye ken, 

And now we're gawn the gither, 

A Houſe 1s butt and benn, 

And Crummae ſhe'll want her Fother. 
The Bairns are coming on, | 
And they'll cry O their Mither, 

We ha'e nowther Pot nor Pan, 

But four bare Legs the gither, Jo. 


Your Tocher's be good enough, 
For that ye need na fear, 
Twa good Stilts to the Pleugh, 
An ye your ſell maun fteer : 
Ye fall ha'e twa good Pocks, 
That anes were o' the Tweel, 
The tane to had the Grots, 
The ither to had the Meal, 
With an auld Kiſt made o Wands, 
And that fall be your Coffer, 
W” Aiken Woody Bands, 
And that may had your Tocher, Jo. 


Conſider well, Guidman, 
We ha'e but borrow'd Gear, 
The Horſe that I ride on 
Is Sandy Wilſon's Mear : 

The Sadle's nane o' my ain, 

And thae's but borrow'd Boots, 
And. whan that I gae hame 

I maun tak me to my Coots. 

The Cloak is Geordy Watts, 

That gars me look ſae crouſe ; 
Come fill us a Cog o' Swats, 

We'll mak na mair toom Ruſe, Jo. 


I like ye well young Lad, 
For telling me ſae plain, 
I married when little I had 
O' Gear that was my ain. 


But 
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But ſin that Things are ſae, 
The Bride ſne maun come furth, 
Tho' a the Gear ſhe'll ha'e, 
It'll be but little worth. 
A Bargan it maun be, 
Fy cry on Giles the Mither : 
Content am I, quoth ſhe, 
Fen gar the Hiſſie come hither. 
The Bride ſhe gade till her Bed, 
The Bridegroom he came till her 
The Fidler crap in at the Fit, 
And they cudPd it a thegither, Jo. 
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Throw the Wood Laddie. 


; Sandy, why leaves thou thy Nelly to mourn ? 
Thy Preſence cou'd eaſe me, 
When naithing can pleaſe me. 
Now dowie I ſigh on the Bank of the Burn, 
Or throw the Wood Laddie until thou return. 


Tho' Woods now are bonny, and Mornings are clear, 
While Lavrocks are ſinging, 
And Primroſes ſpringing ; 
Yet nane of them pleaſes my Eye or my Ear ; 
When throw the Wood Laddie ye dinna appear. 


That I am forſaken, ſome ſpare no to tell ; 
I'm faſh'd wi' their Scorning, 
Baith Ev'ning and Morning ; 
Their Jeering gaes aft to my Heart wi' a Knell; 
When throw the Wood Laddie I wander my ſell. 


Then ſtay, my dear Sandy, no langer away, 
But quick as an Arrow, 
Haſte here to thy Marrow, 
Wha's living in Langour till that happy Day ; 
When throw the Wood Laddie we'll dance, ſing, and 


(play. 


The 
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The Gaberlunzie-Man. 


HE pauky auld Carle came o'er the Lee 
Wi'many Good-e'ens and Days to me 
Saying, Goodwife, for your Courteſie, 
Will ye lodge a filly poor Man. 
The Night was cauld, the Carle was wat, 
And down ayont the Ingle he fat ; 
My Daughter's Shoulders he gan to clap, 
And cadgily ranted and fang ; 


O wow, quo' he, were I as free, 

As firſt when I ſaw this Country, 

How blyth and merry wad I be? 
And I wad never think lang. 

He grew canty, and ſhe grew fain ; 

But little did her auld Minney ken 

What thir flee twa togither were ſay'n, 
When wooing they were ſa thrang. 


And O, quo' he, ann ye were as black, 
As e' er the Crown of your Dady's Hat, 
"Tis I wad lay thee by my Back, 

And awa wi' me thou ſhou'd gang. 
And O, quoth ſhe, ann I were as white, 
As e'er the Snaw lay on the Dike, 

I'd clead me braw, and Lady-like, 

And awa with thee I'd gang. 


Between the twa was made a Plot ; 
They raiſe a wee before the Cock, 
And wyliely they ſhot the Lock, 

And faſt to the Bent are they gane. 
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Up the Morn the auld Wife raiſe, 
And at her Leaſure put on her Claiths, 
Syne to the Servants Bed ſhe gaes 

To ſpeer for the filly poor Man. 


She gaed to the Bed, where the Beggar lay, 
The Strae was cauld, he was away, 
She clapt her Hands, cry d, Waladay, 

For ſome of our Gear will be gane. 
Some ran to Coffers, and ſome to Kiſts, 
But nought was ſtown that cou'd be miſt, 
She danc'd her lane, cry'd, Praiſe be bleſt, 

I have lodg'd a leel poor Man. 


Since naithings awa, as we can learn, 

The Kirn's to kirn; and Milk to earn, 

Gae butt the Houſe, Laſs, & waken my Bairn, 
And bid her come quickly ben. 

The Servant gade where the Daughter lay, 

The Sheets was cauld, ſhe was away, 

And faſt to her Goodwife can ſay, 
She's aff with the Gaburlunzie-Man. 


O fy gar ride, and fy gar rin, 

And haſt ye find theſe Traitors again ; 

For ſhe's be burnt, and he's be ſlain, 
The wearyfou Gaberlunzie Man. 

Some rade upo' Horſe, ſome ran a fit, 

The Wife was wood, and out o'er wit ; 

She cou'd na gang, nor yet cou'd ſhe ſit, 
But ay ſhe curs'd and ſhe ban'd. 


Mean Time far hind out o'er the Lee, 
Fou ſnug in a Glen where nane cou'd ſee, 
The twa with kindly Sport and Glee, 

Cut frae a new Cheeſe a Whang. 
The Priving was good, it. pleas'd them baith, 
To lo'e her for ay, he gae her his Aith. 
Quo' ſhe, to leave thee, I will be laith, 

My winſome Gaberlunzie Man. 
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O kend my Minny I were wi' you, 
Illfardly wad ſhe crook her Mou, 
Sic a poor Man ſhe'd never trow, 

After the Gaberlunzie-Man. 
My Dear, quo' he, ye'r yet o'er young; 
And ha' na learn'd the Beggar's Tongue, 
To follow me frae Town to Town, 

And carry the Gaberlunzie on. 


Wi Kauk and Keel, I'll win your Bread, 
And Spindles & whorles for them wha need, 
Whilk 1s a gentle Trade indeed 

To carry the Gaberlunzie—o. 
I'll bow my Leg and crook my Knee, 
And draw a black Clout o'er my Eye, 
A Criple or Blind they will ca'me, 

While we ſhall be merry and fing. 


The 
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Ji! | | The bonny SCOT. 


| ö Io the Tune of, The Boa Man. 


I: E Gales that gently wave the Sea, 
| | And pleaſe the canny Boat-Man, 
Ft Bear me frae hence, or bring to me 
Watt My brave, my bonny Scot Man, 

$31 In haly Bands 
= | We join'd our Hands, 
$333 ; Yet may not this diſcover, 

1 While Parents rate 

A large Eſtate 

Before a faithfu' Lover. 


But I loor chuſe in Highland Glens in 
I: To herd the Kid and Goat—Man, 
11 Eer I cou'd for fic little Ends 
1 Refuſe my bonny Scot— Man. 
13 Wae worth the Man 
3. The baſe ungenerous Faſhion, 
| Frae greedy Views 
Love's Art to uſe, 
While Strangers to its Paſſion. 


Frae foreign Fields my lovely Youth, 
Haſte to thy longing Laſſie, 

Wha pants to preſs thy bawmy Mouth, 

And in her Boſom hawſe thee. 
Love gres the Word 
Then haſte on Board, 

Fair Winds and tenty Boat-Man, 
Waft o'er, waft o'er 
Frae yonder Shore 

My blyth, my bonny Sco.— Man. 
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Genty 


Genty 7:bby, and ſonſy Welly. 


To the Tune of, 7ibby Fowler in the Glen. 


TB BY has a Store of Charms, 
Her genty Shape our Fancy warms, 

How ſtrangely can her ſma white Arms 

Fetter the Lad, wha looks but at her ? 
Frae er Ancle to her ſlender Waſte, 

Theſe Sweets conceal'd invite to dawt her, 
Her roſie Cheek and riſing Breaſt, 

Gar ane's Mouth guſh bowt fou' o' Water. 


NELL Y's gawſy, ſaft and gay, 
Freſh as the lucken Flowers in May, 
Ilk ane that ſees her cries 4% hey / 
She's bonny, O I wonder at her ! 
The Dimples of her Chin and Cheek, 
And Limbs ſae Plump, invite to dawt her, 
Her Lips ſae ſweet, and Skin ſae ſleek, 
Gar mony Mouths beſide mine water. 


Now ſtrike my Finger in a Bore, 
My Wyſon with the Maiden ſhore, 
Gin I can tell whilk I am for, 

When theſe twa Stars appear thegither. 
O Love! why doſt thou gre thy Fires 

Sae large, while we're oblig'd to neither ? 
Our ſpacious Sauls immenſe deſires, 

And ay be in a hankerin Swither. 


TIBB Y's Shape and Airs are fine, 
And YNelly's Beauties are divine; 
But ſince they canna baith be mine, 

Ye Gods give Ear to my Petition, 
Provide a good Lad for the tane, 

But let it be with this Proviſion, 
I get the other to my lane, 

In Proſpect plano and Fruition. 


FINIS. 
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